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ALL'S WELL THAT EVDS WELL*. 



DRAMATIS Pl^kSONaS. 



ItiNo of France. 

Duke of Florence. 

Bertram, CwHt of Roufillon, 

Lafeu, an old Lord. 

Parolles, a parafiticat follower of 

Bertram ; a coward, but vain, 

and a great pretender to valour. 
Several young French Lords^ that 

ferve vfith Bertram in the Fio' 

raitine tvar. 
8tevart,'>fervanfs to the Counts' 
Clo-wn^ 3 efs of Boufillon. 



Cottntefs of J^fiilon, mother k 

Bertram, 
Helena^ dtkghter to Gerard di 

NaHon, a famim phjfxctam^ 

fame tmejince dead. 
An old vfidovf of Florence. 
Ditoa, daafhter to the Vfidow. 
Vi^knXA,^ neighbours and friendi 
Mariana, J to the widow. 

Lords, attending on the Singi Ofi 
peers. Soldiers, &c. 



SCENE lies partly in France, and partly in Tufcany, 



ACT L SCENfi I, ' 

The Countefs of RotifiUon^s Loufe in France, 

iSntfr Bertram^ the Countefs of Rwjillon^ HcUnc^^ ani 
' Lafeu^ all in matMnrng, 

CotnO^ X N diflevering ray fon Irom xne, I bury a f«« 
condhulband. 

• -Ar. And I in. going, Madam, weqj o'er my feithcr's 
deith anew; but I muil attend his Maj^y's cbmmaad^ 
to wliom lam now in ward, evermore in fubje^tion: 

Laf. You (hall find of ^he King a huiband, Madam^ 
you. Sir, a father. He that fo generally is at all times 
^ood, muft of necefiity hold his yirtue to you; whofe ^ 
■wortfainei* would iiir it up where it wanted, rather thaa 
Jtiwk It where there is fiich abundance. 
Sc'hr^^iu III. y A Cwrtt^ 



Efe^^' 



^•Tkefhi faken from Boccatc, D«cwa^ V^'R^t*^* 
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Count. What hope is there of his Majefly's amend- 
ment? ; 

Laf, HeJiiitL abaiidon'd" his phyficians. Madam, ilii- 
der whofe praAices he hath perfecuted time with hope ; 
and finds no other ady^tagein the proccfs, but only the 
lofing of hope by time. 

Count. Tin's young gentlewoman had a father, (O, 
that /jaiil how fad a prefage 'tis ! ) wjiofe fkill was al- 
«noft as great as his honefty ; had it ftretch'd fo far, It 
would have made nature immortal, aid death fhould have 
J)lay'd for lack of work. 'Would, for th^ King's fake, 
lie were JK-ing! I think it would be the death of the 
King's difeafe. 

Laf. How call'd you the man you fpeak of. Madam ? 

Count. He was famous, Sir, in his profeffion, and it 
V as liis great Hj^Iit to be fo: Gerard ile Narhon. 
■ Laf. He was excellent, indeed, Madam j the King 
very lately fpoke of him admiringly, and mourningly : 
he was f]<ilful enough to have hv'd Itill, \'[ knowledge 
could bfe fet up agiiinil hiortality. 

Bir. What is it, my good Lord, the King languiflies 
of? / 

Laf. A fillula, my Lord. 

Ber. I heard Hot of it bt'fort. 

Laf, I would it were not notorious. Was this gen- 
tlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count. His fole child, my Lord, and bequeathed to 
thy overlooking. I have thofe hopes of her good, that 
her education promifesiier: difpofition fhe inherits, which 
makes fair gifts fairer ; for where an unclean mind carries 
•Tirtuous qualities*, there commendations go with pity; 
they are virtues and traitors too : in her thty arc the bet- 
tcr for her fmiplcnefs ; fhe derives her honeliy, and at- 
.chicves her goodnefs. i:' 

Laf. Your commendations, Madam, get from her 
.teai*s. 

Count. 'Tis the- heft brine a maiden can feafon her 
praifc in. The remembrance of her father never ap- 
proaches her heart, but the tyranny of her forrows 
takes all livelihood from her check. No more of this, 

Helena; 

• By virtuous qualities here are r.ot meant tVvofc oWmon\Vai^% 
but fu(ih MS Mfq acquired by crudiUoa vasi ^o»d\irec^>Pf^* 
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Helena; go to, no more; left it be rather thought you 
alFeft a forrow, than to have it. 

U^L I do affed a forrow, indeed; but T have it too. 
Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the dead> 
cxceffiVe grief the enemy to the living. 

Count. If the living be not enemy to the grief, the ex- 
cels makes it foon mortal** 

B€r. Madam, I defire your holy \\'iihe8, 
Laf. How underftand we that ? 
Coant. Be thou blfefs'd, Bertram, and fuccecd thy fathe? 
In manners as in fhape ! thy blood and virtue 
Contend for empire in thee, and thy goodnefs 
Share with thy birthright ! Love aH, tjiift a hw^ 
Do wrong to none : be able for thine enenriy ... -> 

Rather in power, than ufe ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own. life's key: be check'd for filence, 
But never tax'd for fpeech. What heav'n more will, 
That thee may furnifh, and my prayers pluck dowa, 
Fall on thy head ! farewell, my Lord ; " 
*Tis an unfeafon'd courtier, good my Lord, ^ 

Advifehim. 

Laf. He cannot want the beft,. 
That fhall attend his Ibvc. 

Count, Heav'n blefs himl. ITarcwell, Beitram. 

[^ExU Couniefs. 
Ber. [To HcL'] The beft* wiffies that can be forgM in 
your thoughts, be fervants to you ! Be comfortable to 
my mother your nouftrefe, and make much of heri 

Laf.- Farewell, pretty Lady,, you mufl hold the credit 
lef.your father. [^Exeunt Bertram and Lafiu* 

SCENE XL 

HeL Oh, were that all 1 1 tliink not on my father; 

And thefe great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than thofe I fhed for him. What was he like ? 
I have forgot him. My imagination 

P Carries no favour in it, but my Bertram's. 
fcl am undone ; there is no livings none, 
Hf Bertram be awny. Jt were all one, 
BjTurt ffliouldlove a bright paftic'lar \\.;vt, 
.And tluuk to wci it; he is fo abot^ iiu; 
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In bi9 bright radiance and coUateral * light 

Mull I be comforted, not in his fphere. 

Th' ambition in nay lore thus plagues itfelf ; 

The hind that would be mated by the lion, 

Muft die for love. 'Twas pretty, though a plague^ 

To ice him every hour; to lit, and draw 

His arched browns, his hawking eye, his curfs. 

In our heart's table; lieart too capable 

Of every line and trick of 1ms fwect favour ! -— 

But now- he's g^ne, and my idolatrous fancy •. rli 

Muft ian6U£y his relics. Who comes here f -^M 

. '■ ■ *■ 
Enter Parollu. . ^^ 

One that goes with him : I love him fur his fake, 
•< And yet 1 know him a notorious Har^ 
** Think him a great way fool, folcly a coward'j ' . 
*« Yet thefe fixM evils fit fo fit in Lim, ■ ' ". 
" That they take pUce, when Virtue*8 ftecly b6i;ei 
«* Look bleak in the cold wind ;** fuU' oft we fee 
Cold "f Wifdchn waiting oil Superfluous Folly, 

SCENE IIL 

Par, Save yon> fair Queen. 

HeL And you, (lon^sch 

Par. No. , 

HeL Andno. 
^ ^.Par, Are you meditating on virgfnity?" 

HeL Ay; you have fome flain J of foldier in you; 
let me afk you a queflion. Man is enemy to virgimty, 
how may we barricado it again fl him? 

Par. Keep him out. 

HeL But he afTails; and our. virginity, though valiant, 
in the defence yet is weak : unfold to us fome warlike 
refi fiance. 

Par, There is none: man, fetting down before you, 
will undermine you, and blew yau up. 

HeL Blefs oiir poor virginity from underminers and 

blowers 

• ReSetStcd. 
f Ca/d for naked : us/u^erfucttlioT wtr-cloih^i^ 
' - / S/ai9 for eoietir. 
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bbwers up ! Is there no military poL'cy how virgins 

inight blow up men ? 

Par* Virginity being blown down, man will quicklitT 
be blown up : marry, m blowing him down again, with 
the breach yourfelves made, you lofe your city. It is 
not politic in the commonwealth of nature to preferve 
virginity. Lofs of virginity is rational increafe; and 
there was never virgin got, till virginity was firft loll. 
That you were made of, is metal to make virgins. Vir- 
ginity, by being once loft, may be ten times found ; by 
being ever kept, it is ever loft; 'tis too cold a companion : 
away with't. 

HeL I will ftand for*t a little, though therefore I die 
a virgin. - 

Par. There's little can be faid in't ; 'tis againft the 
rule of nature. To fpeak on the part of virginity, 'tis 
to accufe your mother;, which is moft infallible difobe- 
dience. As he that hangs himfelf, fo is a virgin : < Vir- 

* ginity murthers itfelf, and (hould be buried in highways 
< "out of all fandlified limit, as a defperate oflPendrcfs a«' 

* gainft nature. Virginity breeds mites, much like a 

* cheefe ; confumes itielf to the very paring, and fo dies " 

* with feeding its own ftoraach. Befidcs, virginity is 
« peevifh, proud, idle, made of felf-love ; which is the ■ 

* moft prohibited fin in the canon. Keep it not, you 

* cannot chufe but l6fe by't^ Out with't ; within ten 

* years it will make itfelf two, which is a goodly increafe, 
•and the principal itfelf not much the worfe. Away 
« with't.' 

HeL How might one do, Sir, to lofe it to her own 
Kking?- 

Par. Let me- fee. Marry, ill, to hTce him that ne'iT 

it likeB. 'Ti« a coBmnodky will lofie the glofs with lying. 

The longer kept, the lefs worth; off with't while 'us 

vendible. Anfwer the time of requeft. Virginity, like 

an old courtier, wears her cap out of fafhion ; richly fujt- 

cd, but unfuitable: juft like the brooch and the tootJb- 

pick, which we wear not now. Your date is better in 

your pye and your porridge, than in your, ch-rek ; and 

. your yirginhj, your old yirgmitj^ is like one oi omt YtttL^:\v 

rwkher'd pears; it looks ill, it eats dryV/-, n\2kii^, 'Va 31 

Imthcr'dpcar: it was fonnerJy beltev 5 xr.arvv, ^tX. '<i&^ 
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withcr'd pear. Will you any thiog witk it. 

Hei^ Not my virginity yet. 
There ihal) your maiier have a tlsoufand loves, 
A mollier, and a miftre{s» aad= a friend * ; 
I know not ^^hat he (hall— -*— God fend him well! 
Th< court '» a karuing place— ~aad he is goac 

Par. What one, i? faith,? 

BtL That I wi(h well— ^tis pity 

Par. What's pity? 

Hd. That wi(hing wdl had not a body i«';t 
Which might be felt; ^at we the poorer bora, 
Whofe bafer ilars do fhut us up in wifhes, 
Might with efFcfts of them foHow- our fri«rtds ; 
And ihew what we alone mufl think, which never. 
Returns us tlianks. 

Enter Page. 

Page. Monficur ParoOeSf 
My Lord calls for yout \^Bxk Pagf* 

Par. Littk Hekn, &reweU; if I can remeinbep 
theet I will think of thee at court. 

Hel. Monficur IVoUes, you were bom \m^x a cha- 
ritable ftar. 
. . Par. Under Mars, I. 

HeL I e^edally think under Mars. 

Par. Why under Mars ? 

He!.. The wirs have kept you fo under, ^t you muit' 
needs be born under Mars. 

Par. When he was predominaat. 

Hel. When he was retrograde, I think rather. 
• Par. Why think you fo? 

HeL You go fo much backwvd, yA^^ ywu figlu. 

Par. 



-and t friend, 



A phorait, captain, and an enemy; 
A guide, a goddels, and a ibvereign : 
A couniibUor, a traitrefs, and a dear: 
Hts bumble ambition, prowl humibr y; 
JiJs Jarring concord; and bia difcord dulcet; 
Hie/a/th, his fweet difaftcr; with a wot\d 
Of pretty fond zdoption% Chhftcndonu, 
Thut bJwkmg^ Ctaipid goSRwi^ How ftoA iKr- 
i^aawaot. See. 
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Par. That's, for advantage. 

Hel» So is running a>vay» when fear prppofes fa£ety.S 
but the compoiltioni that your valour and tear makes iv 
you, is a virtue of a good wing \ and I h'ke the wear welU 

Par, I am fo fu0 of buimefresy as I cannot anfwev 
thee acutely: 1 will retura perfed couvUer; in thr 
which, my inftruAion fhall fcrve to natnraHze thee, fo 
thou ^^t be capable of courtier's couniel, and uxiderw 
fland what advice fhall thrufl upon thee ; el£e thou dieft 
in thine uDthankfulneis» and thine ignoraace malea 
thee away: farewell. When thou haft leifure, iWy tky 
prayers; when thou hail none, remember thy i&iend«f 
get thee a good hufband, aod u£e him at he uies thee : f» 
farewell. l^^i 

SCENE IV. 

HeL Our remedies oft in ourfelves do lie, 
Which we afcribe to Heav'n. The fated fky 
Gives us fireefcope; only doth backward pull 
Our How deiigns, when we ourfelves are dull. ^ 

What power is- if which nibuailmy love fo high. 
That makes me fee, and cannot feed mine eye I 
The mightieft fpace in fortuni* nature brings 
To join like likes, and kifs like native things. 
Impoflible-be ftrange attempts to thofe 
That weigh their pain in fenfe'; and do fuppofe, 
What, ha^ been, cfwaot be. Whoever ftrove 
To fhew her merit, that didmifs her love? 
The king's difeafe — ^my projeA may deceive me. 
But my mtents are fix'd, and will not leave me. [i£ic£f.. 

SCENE V. 

' Changes to the court of France* 

Flouri/h cornets. Enter the King of Fremte wtb kUMf 
andSnere attemkmts. 

King. The Florentines and Sraoys are by th' oac»$ 
Have fought with equal fortune^ aod coiixiiaiyt 
A braving war. 
J Lard. 5pi 'l*i.«|MM<€d, SI»* 
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King, Nay, *tis moft credible ; we here receive it, 
A. certainty vouch'd from our coufin Auftria; 
With caution-, that the Florentine will move us 
For fpeedy aid ; wherein our dcareft friend 
Prejudicates the bufinefs, and would feeni • 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord, His love and wifdom, 
Approved fo to your Majcfty, may plead 
For ample credence. 

■ King. He hath arm'd our anfwer ; 
And Florence is deny'd, before he comes: 
Yet, for our gentlemen that mean to fee 
The Tufcan fervicc, freely have they leave 
To ftand on either part. 

2 Lord, It may well ferve 

A nurfcry to our gentry, w}io arc fick 
For breathing and exploit. 

King. What's he comes here/ 

Enter Berttwn, LafeVf and" Parolks* 

I t*ord» It 18 the Count RbufiUon, my good Lord,. 
Young Bertram* 

King, Youth,, thou bear^ft thy father's face. , 

Frank nature, rather curious than in hafte. 
Hath well composed thee. Tliy father's moral parts 
May 'ft thou inherit too! 'Welcome to Paris. 

Ber, Mjr thanks aiid" dirty are your Majefty'iB. 

King, I would I had that corporal fouhdnefe now, 
As when thy father and myfelf m'friendfhip 
Firfk try'doiir Ibldierihip : he did look far. 
Into Ihe fervice of the time; and was 
Difcipledofthe bravMt. Helaftedlong; 
But- on us both did haggifh age fteal on. 
And wore us out.of -a^. It muqh repairs mc 
To talk of your good father; in his youth 
He : had the wit. which I can weU ob&xre 
To-day in our young lords; but they njayjeft, 
Till their own fcom return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hidetheir levity in honour: 
So like a courtier, no contempt orbittcmcft 
Were in him ; pnde or fharpneCs, \l lYictc vitw> 
JUb equal bad awak'd thcxor: and-ltaA>gT)o«v^ • 
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Qocfc to itfelfy knew the trvie mimitewhen 

jExccptioxtt bid him fp£ak{ and at that tinoe 

His tongue obey'd his hand. Who were below him 

He us'd as creatures of another place. 

And bow'diuHfr^imetit'top to thdr low ranka; 

Making them pnnid ; and his humility , 

la thearpoor praife, he humbled. Such a man 

Xight hi a copy to thefe younger times; 

Wbbchr foHoW'd: well, would aow demouftrate them 

i^But goers backward. 

Ber, His good remembrance. Sir, 
;]:iet richer in your thoughts, thaa on Uis tomb ;. 
.So in approof lives not liis epitaph *9 
As in your royal fpeech. 

JKiHg. Would I were with htm! he would always fuft 
(Methinks I hear him now; his.pkuiivewonls' 
JHfrfeaU^ir'4net m ears^ but grafted them 
To grow there, and to bear,) Let me not live—— -■ 

Shus his good melancholy oft began^ 
%her qat&ftFop^e'aod heel (^ pckftime^ 
Whea k w«a out,,) let me sot live (qooth he) 
After raj fltime l^ks oil ; to be the fiauff 
Of younger fpiiits, whofe apprelteafive feidEea 
All but new things difdaia; whofe judgpients. are 
Mere fethers of their garmeats; whoie-conftanctea 

Expire before their fafbions: ^this hs wiih'd,. 

.1, iAcv Um»'do>ftdr him ^vtAxtoo 
.(jSincir. I- odr ^bta, nor koAey can bring home-), 
:Jt qyiaMl! ^rf diflqlv^ from my hiye, 
To give fome labourer room. 

2 jCMonL You're loved; Sir ; 
niey that leaft lend it you, (hall lack you firft. 

Aiwif, I fill a pkce, 1 know't. How long is't, CoH&t^ 
Since the phyfician at your father's died? 
He was much fam'd* 

jBer. Some fix months fince, my Lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet ; ■■ » 

Lend me an arm ; the reft have worn me gut 

With feveral applicaliuns : nature and {ickne(s 
Debate it at their leifure. Welcome, Couul» 
M/ fon's no deaix'r, 

• Charaacr. 
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Ber. Thank your Majefty. \_Flourt/b. ExetM^ 

SCENE VI. Changes to the Counter's at RoufiUon., 
Enter Countefi, Steward^ and Clo'u^. 

Count. I will now hear; what fay you of this gentle- 
woman? 

Stew, Madam, the care I have had to even yonr con- 
tent, I wifh might be found in the calendar of my pall 
endeavours; for then we wound our modeily, and make 
foul the clearnefs of our defervings, when of ourfelves we 
publifh them. 

Count,. What docs this- knave here! get 'you gone, fir* 
rah: the complainU I have heard of you, I do not all be- 
lieve; 'tis my flownefs that I do not; for I know you lack 
not folly to commit them, and have ability enough ta 
make fuch knaveries yours. 

C/o, *Tk not. unknown^ to you. Madam, I am a podr. 
fellow-. 

Count. Well, Sipw ♦* 

Clo, No, Madam; His not fo well that I am poor, 
tho' many of the rich are damn'd ; but if I have your 
LAdyfhip's good-will to go to the world, libel the wo« 
man and 1 wul do as we may* 1 

Courit. Wilt thou needs be a^ beggar? 

Clo. 1 do beg your good-will in this cafe. 

Count, In what cafe ? 

Clo, In Kbel's cafe, and mtne own ; fervice is no Heri>^ 
ta?e, and I think I (hall never have tlie bleifing of God, 
till I have ifTue of my body ; for they fay, beams afc 
bleffings. 

Count. Tell me thy reafon why thou wilt marry. 

Clo. My poor body. Madam, requires it. 1 am dri- 
ven on by the flefh; and-he muft needs go that the devil 
drives. 

Coimf. Is thrs all your Worfhip's reafon ?' 

Clo. 'Faith, Madam, I have other holy reafons, fuch as 
they are. ' 

Count: May the world know them ? 

Clo. I have been, Madam, a wicked cr^ture, as you 
and all fle/h and blood are; and, indeed> I do marry, 
that I may repent. 
iC>Ar//A Thy marriage foouer t\\aiv \\vy ws:Vt^^vi'v5> 
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. do. I am out of friends. Madam, and I hope to have 
UendA for my wife'i) fake. 

Cotttti. Such friends are thine eneniies, knave. ^ 
• Clo. Y' are (hallow, Madam, in great friends; for 
the knaves come to do that, for me, which I am weary of» 
He that ears my lands, fparea my team, and gives me 
kave to inue the crop. If I be his cuckold, he's my 
dni^. He that comforts my wife, is the cheriHier of 
my fle(h and blood ; he that cherifheth my Beih and 
Uood, loves my fle(h and blood; he that loves my flefh and 
Uood, is my friend: ergoy he that kiffcs my wife, is my 
inend. li men could be contented to be what they are, 
there were no fear in marriage: for young Charbon the 
Puritan, and old. Poyfon the Papift, howfoe'er their 
hearts are fever'd in religion, their heads are both onej 
they may joul horns together, like ariy deer i* th* herd. 

Cotint, Wilt thou evLT be a foul mouth'd and calumni- 
•u knave i 

Clo. A prophet, I, Madam; and I fpeak the truth tlie 
■ext way. 
" For I the ballad will repeat, which men full true fhall 

« find : 
" Your maniage comes by deftiny, your cuckow lings by 
" kind.'* 

CoMat* Get you gone^ Sir, I'll talk with yoU more 
aoon. 

S/evn May it pleafe you. Madam, that he bid Helen 
come to you ; of het* 1 am to fpeak. . 

CouMtm Sirrah, tell my gentlewoman I would fpeak with 
ber; Helen I mean. 
. C/o. Was this fair face thecaufe, quoth (hc^ 

\* Wliy the Grecians flicked Troy ? 

'' Foad doDe» fond done ; for Paris, he, 

«< Was this King Priam's joy. 

" With that (he fighed as (he flood, 

*« And gave this fentcnce then ; 

'.* Among nine bad if one be goodj 

•f There's yet one good in ten.*' 

ComU, Wkati one good in ten ! You corrupt the fong, 
firrah. 

Clo. 
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. Clo» -One good woman ifl ten. Madam, which is a pu- 
rifying o' th' fong: 'would God woidd ferre tkd wot4d'fa 
all the year J ire'd iind no fault with the tithe woman, tf t 
we^e;t&e paxfoa. One in ten, quetli a* ! an we might have 
l&good woman born bat every blazing ftar,- or at an earth- 
<|Hake, 'twould mend the lottery wdl; a man m:*y draw 
his heart out, crc he pluck one. 

Coimt, Voull be gofie. Sir Knave, and do as I coift* 
itiasdyoa? 

- tJibu That man that (hould be at a woman's dommandy 
atidy«t*K> hurt done! tho* honefty be no Puritan, yet it 
\irill do no hurt; it will wear the furplice of huirtility over 
t^e' black gown of a foig^ heart. I am goings fbrfooth) 
thci bufincfs i^ for llelen to come hither. [ E^t* 

C$wU, -Well, now. 

Sffw, I -know, Madain, you love you? gentlewoman 
tnthrelf. 

Count, 'Faith, 1 do ; her father bequeath'd her-to me ; 
and flie herfelf, without other -advantages, . may lawfully 
make title to as much love as fhe finds* there is more ow» 
ing her than ispaid, and more. (li«dl be paid her than Ihe'll 
-demand. 

Stcvf> Madam, I was very late more near her than 1 
think (he wifh'dme; alone fhe was, and.did coihmunicat^ 
to herfelf. her own words to her oWn ears; (he thought, I 
dare vow for her, they touch'd not any ftranger fenfe* 
Her -matter WM, die lov'd your fon : Fortune, fhe faidj 
il^as no goddefs, that had put fuch diflfercnce betwitt thei!* 
two^eftates; Love, no god, that would not extend his 
might, only where qualities were level ; Diana, no queen 
of virgins, that would . fu&r iier poor knight to- be fur- 
j^di^d without refcue in the firfi alTault, or ranfom after- 
ward. This fhe delivci^d in the rtoft bitter touch of for- 
row that e'er I heafd4 vk^a exclaim in ; which I held it 
my duty fpecdily toaauaint you withal; lithence, in the 
lofs that may happen, it eonccnis you fonicthiBg to know 
it. 

Count, You have difchatg'd this honefliy, keep it ta 

yourfelf: many likelihoods inform 'd«ne of this before, 

which hung fo tottering in the baUnee, that 1 could 

neither bcU^e nor mifdoubt. Pray vou^ leave me; 
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M this in your bofom, and I thank you for your lionefl 
gr; 1 vnll fpeak with you further anon, 

ll^xif Steward. 

SCENE VI L Enter Helaia. 

Count, Ev'n fo it was with me when I ^s-as young ; 
I If we are nature's, thefe are ours: this thorn 

: Doth to our rofe of youth rightly belong ; 

Our blood to us, this to our blood, is born ; 
It is the (how and feal of nature's truth, 
AVhere love's ftrong palRon is imprefs'd in youth ; 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
Such were our faults ; O ! then we thought them none. 
Her eye is lick on't ; I obferve her now. 
Hel, What is your pleafure. Madam? 
* Count, Helen, you know, I am a mother to you. 
Hel^MiWit honourable Miftrcfs. 
Count* Nay, a mother. 
Why not a mother? when I faid a mother, 
Methought you faw a ferpent ; what's in mother, 
That you ftart at it ? I fay, I'm your mother. 
And put you in the catalogue of thofe, 
That were enwombed mine ; 'tis often feen. 
Adoption ftrives with nature ; and choice breeds 
A native flip to us from foreign feeds. 
You ne'er opprefs'd me with a mother's groan, 
Yet I exprefs to you a mother's care. ^ 

God's mercy! maiden, do's it curd thy blood, 
To fay, I am thy mother ? what's the matter, 
That this diftemper'd meffenger of wet, 
i Tbemany-colour'd Iris, rounds thine eyes : 
"hy,— that you are my daughter ? 
Heh That I am not. 
Count, I fay I am your n\othcr. 
Hel, Pardon, Madam. 
The Count Roulillon cannot be my brotlitr ; 
; lam fjrom humble, he from honour 'd name; 
Koiiote upon my parents, his all noble. 
My mafter, my dear lord lie is; and I 
His fcrvaDt live, and will his vaflal die : 

. Bfmuft not be my brother, « 

i-^Vai. III. B ^^^^^^ 
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Cotint, Nor I your mother ? 

HeL You are my mother, Madam ; would you were 
;(So that my Lord, your fon, were not my brother) 

Indeed my mother 1 or were you both our mothers, 

(I can no more fear than I do fear heav'n,) 
So 1 were not his filler : can't no other. 
But I your daughter, he muft be my brother? 

Count. Yes, Hden, you might be my daughter-in-l^w ; 
God (hicld you mean it not, daughter and mother 
:So ftrive upon your pulfc. What ! pale again ? 

My fear hath catch*d your fondnefs. Now I foe 

The myftery of your^oneUnefs, and find 

Your fait tears' head ; now to all fenfe 'tis grofst, 

You love my fon ; invention is afham'd, 

Againll the proclamation of th)*^ paffion, 

•To fay thou doft not ; therefore tell me true ; 

But tell me then 'tis fo. For, look, thy cheeks 

Confefs it one to th* other; and thire eyes 

See it fo grofsly (hown in thy behaviour, 

ITiat in their kind they fpeak it : only fm 

And helliih obftinacy tie thy tongue. 

That truth fhouldbc .fufpedcd; fpeak, is't fo? 

If it be fo, you've womida goodly clew: 

If it be not, forfwear*tj howe'er, I charge thee, 

As heav'n (hall work irt me for thine avail. 

To tell me truly. 

HeL Good Madam, pardon me. 

Gcunt. Do you love my fon ? 

HeL yotur pardon, noble Miflrefs. 

Count, Love you my fon ? 

HeL Do iiot you love him, Madam? 

Count, Go not about; my love hath in*t a bone. 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, difclofe 
The ftate of your afFe<5lion; for yourpaffions 
Have to the full appeach'd. 

HeL Then, 1 confefs, 
Kere on my knee, before high heav'ns and you, 
That before you, dnd next unto high heav'n, 
3 love your fon. 

My friends were poor, but honelt; ib's my love. 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not him, 
21mt heislov'd of me; I follow \\\m tvot 
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By any token of prefiunptuous fuit; 

Nor would I havf him, till 1 do dtferve himj 

Tct never know, how that defert fliall be. 

1 know I love in vain, llnve a^ainft hope ; 

Yet, m this captious and intenible lieve, 

1 Hill pour in the waters of my love, 

And lack nr-t to lofc Hill: thus, Indian-like* 

Religious in mine error, I adore 

The fun that looks upon his vv'orfhipper, 

But knows of him nu more. My deareii MaJam, 
Let not your hate tncountei with my love, 
For loving where you do; but if yourftlf, 
Whofe aged honour rites a virtuous youth. 
Did ever in fo true a flame of Lking 
Wilh chaftly, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herfelf and love ; O then give pity 
To her, whofe flate is fuch, that cannot chufe 
But lend, and give, where flie is fure to lofe ; 
That feeks not to find that which fearch implies; 
But, riddle-like, lives fweetly where fhe dies. 

Counf, Had yea not lately an intent, fpeak truly. 
To go to Paris? 

Ilti. Madam, I had. 
Count, Wherefore : tell tnie. 
He.', 1 will tell truth ; by grace itfclf, I fwcar. 
You know, my father left me fome prefcriptions 
Of rare and prov'd cfteds ; fuch as his reading 
And manifell experience had coUedted 
For general fov'reignty ; and that he wilPd me, 
In Lcedfull'ft refervation to beftow them, 
As notes, whofe faculties inclufive were, 
More than they were in note : amongft the refl, 
There is a remedy, approved, fct down. 
To cure the defpcrate languifhings whereof 
The King is rendered loft. 

Count,. This was your motive for Paris, was it, fpeak 
Hiil. My I^ord your fon made me to think of this 5 
Elfc Paris, and the medicine, and the King, 
Had from the converfation of my thoughts 
Haply been abfent then. 

Count, But think you, Helen, 

B 2 
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If you fhould tender your fCippofed * aid. 
He would receive it ? He and his phyficians 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him ; 
They, that they cannot help. How fhall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the fchools, 
Embowell'd of their dodlrine, have left off 
The danger to itfelf ? 

I/eL There's fomething hints 
More than my father's fkHl, (which was the great 'ft 
Ofliis profeffion,)that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy be fandified 

By th* luclueft ftars in heav'n ; and, would your Honour 
But give nie Jeave to try fuccefs, I'd venture 
The well-loft life of mine on his Grace's cure. 
By fuch a day and hour. 

Count. Doft thoubelieve't? 

HeL Ay, Madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou fhalt have my leave and love;. 
Means and attendants ; and my loving greetings 
To thofe of mine in court. I'll ftay at home, 
And pray God's bleffing into thy attempt : 
Begone, to-morrow ; and be fure of this. 
What I can help thee to, thou flialt not mifs. 

\^ExeunK 

Act II. SCENE L 

Tke Court of France. 

Enter the King, with divers young Lords taitng leave for the 
Florentine war. Bertram and ParoUes. Flouri/h comets. 

King.jL AREWELL, young Lords: thefe warlike 
principles 
Do not throw from you : you, my Lords, farewell ; 
Share the advice betwixt you. If both gain. 
The gift doth ftretch itfelf as 'tis receiv'd. 
And is enough for both. 

I Lord. 'Tis our hope. Sir, 
After well-enter'd foldiers, to return 
And find your Grace in health. 

A7/ie. No, no, it cannot be; and yet my heart 

• Propping, fupportmj. 
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Will not confefs it owns the malady 

That doth my life befiege : farewell, young Lords ; 

Whether 1 live or die, be you the fons 

Of worthy Frenchmen ; let higher Italy * 

(Thofe 'bated that inherit but the fall 

Of the lafl monarchy f ) fee, that you come 

Not to woo Honour, but to wed it ; when 

The braveft qucftant (brinks, find what you feek. 

That fame may cry you loud: 1 fay, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health at your bidding ferve your Majefty! 

King. Thofe girls of Italy, take heed of them; 

They fay, our French lack language to deny, 
If they demand : beware of being qaptives, 
Before you ferve. 

Both. Our hearts receive your wanungs. 

King. Farewell. Come hither to me, \To attendants, 

{Exit. 

1 Lord. Oh, my fweet Lord, that you will flay be- 

hind us! — — 
Par. ^Tis not his fault ; the fpark — — 

2 Lord. Oh, 'tis brave wars. 

Par. Moil admirable ; I have feen thofe wars. 

Ber. I am commanded here, and kept a coil witl^ 
Tooyoungy and the next yeary and V/i too early. — 

Par. An thy mind ftand to it, boy, fle^ away 
bravely. 

Ber» ShaD I flay here the forehorfe to a fmock, 

B 3. Creeking 

• The ancient geo^apfaers havedivided Italy into the Higherand 
ibc Lower, the Apennine hills being a kind of natural line of par- 
.lidon. The fide next the Adriatic was denominated the Higher 
JUaJyy and the other fide the Lotuer. And the two feas followed 
the fame terms of diftiodtion; the Adriatic being called the l/j>^er 
fea, and the Tyrrhene or Tufcan the Zower, Now, the Sennones, 
or Senois, with whom the Florentines are here fuppofed to be at 
war, inhabited the Higher Italy, their chief town being Ariminum, 
BOW called Rimini^ upon the Adriatic. 

t Italy, at the time of this fcene, was under three very different 
teonres. The Emperor, as fucceffor of the Roman Emperors, had 
ooe part; the Pope, by a pretended donation from Conftautine, an- 
Li^iKer; and the third was compofed of free dates Now, by the lafl 
^jUMorchy is meant the Roman, the lad of the four general mo- 
tmrcbics. Upon the fall of this monarchy, in the fcranv\At, ^t\t\^\ 
tMOufet vp for tbemfelves, aad became free asitev, uow, \V^te 
-'^-^ be faid properly to kberit the fall of the moxMLtot^. 
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Creeking mjp^oes on the plain mafonry. 

Till Honour be bought up, and no fword worn 

But one to dance with ? By heav'n I'll Ileal away. 

1 Lord. There's honour in the theft. 
Par, Commit.it, Count. 

2 Lord, I am your acceflary, and fo farewell. 

Ber, 1 grow to you, and our parting is a tortur'd 
body, 

1 Lord. Farewell, Captain. 

2 Lord. Sweet Monfieur Parolles ! 

Par. Noble heroes, my fword and yours are kin ; 
good fparks and luftrousi A word, good metals. You 
(hall find in the regiment of the Spirtli, one Captain 
Spurio with his cicatrice, an emblem of war, here on 
his finifter cheek; it was this very fword intrench'd it^ 
fay to him, 1 live, and obferve his reports of me. 

2 Lord, We fhall, noble Captain. 

Par, Mars doat on you for his novices? wliat will 
ye do? 

Ber. Stay; the King \JI,xeunt Lords. 

Par. Ufe a more fpacious ceremony to the Noble 
Lords, you have reftrain*d yourfelf within the lift of 
too cold an adieu ;. be more exprefllve to them, Utr they 
wear themfelves in the cap of the time, there to mufter 
true gate, eat, fpeak, and move under the influence 
of the moft received ftar: and tho' the devil lead the 
meafure, fuch^ are to be follov/'d : after them, and take 
a more dilated farewell. 

Ber. And I will do fo. 

Par. Worthy fellows, and like to prove moft lincwy 
fword-mcn. [^Exeunt., 

SCENE II. Enferfhi Klngi and Lafcu, 

Laf. Pardon, my I^ord, for me and for my tidings. 
King, I'll fee thee to ftand up. 

Laf, Then here's a man ftands that hath bought his 
pardon. 
I would you had kneePd, my Lord, to afl€ me mercy ; 
And that at my bidding you could fo ftand up. 
Xhj. I would I had : fo I had biokc thy pate, 
And aA'd- thee mercy for't. 

LqJ. 
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I^af, Goodfaith, acrofs: but, my good Lord, 'tis 

Will you be cur'd of your infirmity ? [thus j 

King, No. 

Laf, O, will you eat no grapes, my Royal fox ? 
Yes ; but you will, an if 

My Royal fox could reach them ; I have feen a medicim *, 
That's able to breathe life into a Hone ; 
Quicken a rock^and make you dance canary 
With fprigjitly fire and motion ; whofe fimple touch 
Is powerful to araife King Pepin, nay. 
To give great Charlejnaiu a pen in's hand, 
And write to her a love-line. 

King. What her is this? 

Laf* Why, doAor-fhc: my Lord, there's one arriv'd, 
If you win fee her. Now, by my faith and honour. 
If ferioufly I may convey my thoughts 
In this my light deliverance, I have fpoke 
With one, that in her fex, her years, profeflion f , 
Wifdom, and conflancy, hath amaz'd me more 
Than I dare blame my weaknefs : will you fee her, 
For that is her demand, and know her buiinefs ? 
That done, laugh well at me. 

King. Now, good Lafeu, 
Bring in the admiration, that we with thee 
May fpend our wonder too, or take off thine, 
By wond'ring how thou took'll it. 

Laf. Nay, I'll fit you, 
And not be all day neither. \^Exit Lafsu* 

King. Thus he his fpecial nothing ever prologues. 

Laf. \Returm.'^ Nay, come your ways. 

[^Bringing in Helena., 

King. This hafte hath wings indeed. 

Laf. Nay, come your ways, 
This is his Majefty, fay your mind to him; 
A traitor you do look like ; but fuch traitors 
His Majelly feldom feais ; I'm Creflid's uncle. 
That dare leave two together: fare you well. \JExit. 

SCENE 
• Medicine U here put for a Jlje-fhyjtcian. 
• , t'^yP^^Afc" is meant her declaration o£ Ok tud ^vi^ i&^r&^fe 
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SCENE III. 

King, Now, fair one, do's your bufinefs follow ug? 

HeL Ay, my good Lord. 
Gerard de Narbon was ray father, 
In what he did profefs, well found. 

King. 1 knew him. 

HeL The rather will I fpare my praife toward him;, 
Knowing him, is enough : on's bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me, chiefly one. 
Which as the dcareft iffue of his pra6^ice, 
And of his old experience th' only darhng. 
He bade me ftore up, as a triple eye, 
Safer than mine own two : more dear I have fo ; 
And hearing your high Majefty is touch'd 
With that malignant caufe, wherein the honour 
Of my dear father's gift ftands chief in power, 
1 Come to tender it, and my appliance, ,- ^ 

With all bound humblenefs. 

King, We thank you, maiden ; 
But may not be fo credulous of cure. 
When our moft learned doAors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded. 
That labouring art can never ranfom nature 
From her unaidable eftate; we muft.not 
So ftain our judgment, or corrupt our hope. 
To proflitute our paft-cure malady 
To empirics ; or to diflever ^o 
Our great felf and our credit, to efteem 
A fenfelcfs help, when help paft fenfe we deem. 

Hei, My duty then (haJl pay me for my pains ^ 
1 will no more Infbrce mine office on you ; 
Humbly intreating from your royal thoughts 
A modeft one. to bear me back again. 

King, I cannot give thee lefs, to be calPd grateful; 
Thou thought'll to help me, and fuch thanks 1 give,. 
As one near death to thofe that wifh him live ; 
But what at full I know, thou know'ft no part: 
I knowing all my peril, thou no.art. 
A'?/, What 1 can do, can do no hurt to try, 
Sj/2C€ yoa fct up your reft 'gsdnft. reiu<id>f , 



Sc 3. AIJL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. %% 

He that of greateft works is fim'flier, 

Oft does them by the weakefl minifter: 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment (hown, 

When judges have been babes : great floods have flown. 

From fimple fources; and great teas have dry'd, 

When mir'cles have by th* greateft been deny'd. 

Oft expectation fails, and iroi\ oft there 

Where moft it promifes : and oft it hits 

Where hope is coldeft, and defpair moil fits. 

Kin^. I muft not hear thee; fare thee well, kind maid; 
Thy pains, not us'd, muil by thyfelf be paid: 
ProflFers not took, reap tlianks for their reward. 

He/. Infpired merit fo by breath is barr'd. 
It is not fo with him tliat all things knows, 
A« 'tis witli us, that fquare our guefs by ftiows : 
But moft it is prefumption in us, when 
The help of Heav'n v^^e count the adl of men. 
Dear Sir, to my endeavours give confent. 
Of Heav'n, not me, make an experiment* 
I am not an impoftor, that proclaim 
Myfelf again fl: the level of mine aim; 
But know I think, and think I know moft furc. 
My art is not paft power, nor you paft cure. 

King. Art thou fo confident? within what fpace 
Hop'ft thou my cure? 

I/ei. The greateft grace lending grace. 
Ere twice the horfes of the fun fhall bring 
Their fiery torcher his diunial ring ; 
Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moift Hcfperus hath quench 'd his fleepy lamp; 
Or four and twenty times the pilot's glais 
Hath told the thievilh minutes how the)' pafs ; 
What is infirm from your found parts fb all fly, 
Health fhall live free, and iicknefs freely die. 
King. Upon thy certainty and Confidence:, 
What dar*ft thou venture ? 
IfeL Tax of impudence, 
A ftrumpet's boldnefs, a divulged ftiame, 
U TraducM by odious ballads: my maiden's name 
>i SiearM otherwife, no worfe ©f worft extended ; 

^With vileft torture let my life be ended. 
; ;. if^. Methinkfi, ia thee fomc bkiicd {\m\l ^viX\^ ^-^t^ ; 
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His power full founds withiiv an organ weak; 
And what Jmpoffibility would fky 
In comnaon fenfe, fenfe favcs another way. 
Thy life k dear; for all that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath elb'mate : 
Youth, beauty, wifdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happinefs and prime can happy call ; 
Thou this to hazard, needs muft intimate 
Skill infinite, or monftrous defperatr. 
Sweet pradifer, thy phyfic 1 will try ; 
That minifters thine own death, if I die. 

l/el. If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I fpoke, unpitied let me die, 
And well defervM ! Not hdpfng, death's my fee '^ 
But if I help, what do you promiDe me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

IfeL But win you make it even T 

King. Ajy by my fceptre, and my hopes of heaveiii 

IfeL Then (halt thou give me, with thy kingly haad'^^ 
What hufband in thy power I vi'ill command* 
Exempted be froni me the arrogance' 
To chufe from forth the Royal i;l:.- ^ ■ of Fi-ance; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or impage of thy ilate : 
But fuch a one thy vaflal, whom 1 know 
Is free for me to aflc, thee to beftow. 

Kit^^ Here is my hand, the premifTes obfery'd,. 
Thy wilfby my performance fhall be fervM : 
80, make th'e choice of thine own time; for I> 
Thy refolvM patient, on thee Itill rely. 
More fliould I queftion thee, and more I muft 5 
(Though more to know, could not be more to trull;); 
IVom v\ hence thou cam'ft, how tended on, — ^but rell 
Unqiitib'on'd welcome, and undoubted bleft. 
Give me fonrie help h^erc, hoa ! if thou proceed 
As hi.^h aa word, my deed fhall match thy deed. 



SCENE 
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SCENE IV. Changes to Raufilkn. 

Enter Countefs and Clown, 

Count. Come on. Sir; I fliall now put you to the 
•height of your breeding. 

do. I will fhew myfelf higlily fed, and lowly taught ; 
I know my bufmefs is but to the court. 

Count, But to the court ? why, what place make you 
ipecial, when you put off that with fuch contempt; but 
lo the couitl 

Clo. Truly, Madam, If God have lent a man any man- 
.ners, he may eafily put it off at court : he that cannot 
jnake a leg, put ofPs cap, kifs his hand, and Ly nothing, 
iias neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap ; and indeed fuch a 
fellow, to fay precifely, were not for the court: but for 
me, i have an anfwer will fcrve all men. 

Count, Mairy, that's a bountiful anfwer that fits all 
.queftions 

Clo, It is like a barber's chair, that fits all buttocks; 
the pin-buttock, the quatcli-buttock, the b»wn-buttock> 
iir any buttock. 

Count. Will your anfwer ferve .fit to all queftions? 
Clo, As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an attor- 
ney, as your Frencli crown for your tafFaty punk, as Tib's 
rufh for To!n*s fore-fingjer, as a pancake for Shrovt- 
Tucfday, a morris for .May-day, as the nail to his hole, 
the cuckold to his horn, as a fcolding quean to a vTang- 
ling knave, as the ni»n's lip to the friiir's mouth, nay, as 
the pudding to his fkin. 

Count, Have you, I fay, au anfwer of fuch fitnefs for 
an queftions? 

Clo. From below your Duke, to l^eneath your confta- 
ble, it will fit aay que (lion. 

Count. It rvwW be an anfwer of moft nionftro'.is fize, 
that muH fit al) den-uinls 

Clo. But a Lrlilc nciihcr, in good faith, if the learned 
(hould fptak trath if it: here it is, and all that belongs 
. to't. Aik mc, if I am a courtier:— —it (hill do you 
■ no harm to learn. ■ws^^.t 

Cau/r/. To />e voang- aigtui, if we couVd; 1 \\\^V^ "3^ 
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fool in a queftion, hoping to be the wifer by your anfwer. 
I pray you, Sir, are you a courtier? 

Clo, O Lord, Sir ♦,— — - there's a fimple putting off: 
more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count, Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves 
you. 

do, O Lord, Sir, thick, thick, fpare not me. 

Count I think. Sir, you can eat none of this homely 
meat. 

Clo, O Lord, Sir, ■ ■ nay, put me to't,^I warrant 
you. 

Count, You were lately whipp'd. Sir, as I think. 

Clo, O Lord, Sir, — fpare not me. 

Count, Do you cr}', Lord^ Sir^ at your whipping", 
and Spare not me? Indeed, your Lord, Sir, is very fe- 
quent to your whipping: you would anfwer *iry well to 
a whipping, if you were but bound to*t. 

do, 1 ne'er had worfe luck in my life, in my— — — 
Lord, Sir; I fee, things may fervc long, but not fei ve 
ever. 

Count, I play the noble houfewife with the time, to en- 
tertain it fo 4nerrily with a fool. 

Clo. O Lord, Sir, why there 't ferves well again. 

Count, An end, Sir; to your buiincfs: give Helen this, 
And urge her to a prefect anfwer back. 
Commend me to my kinfmen, and my fon : 
This is not much. 

Clo, Not much commendation to them? 

Count, Not much employment for you; you under- 
ftand me? 

Clo, Moll fruitfully, I am there before my legs. 

Count, Hafte you again. \^Exeuntu 

SCENE V. Changes to the Court of France. 

Enter Berfrnm, Lafeu, and Parolles, 

Laf, They fay, miracles are pad ; and we have our 

philofophical perfons to make modern, and familiar, 

things fupernatural and caufelefs. Hence is it, that 

we make trifles of terrors; enfconfing ourfelvts into 

£^^ feerniiig 

* A ridicule «n that foolilh «fl|^cii\e o? t^ttcV \.V.tvi\tv No^wt. 
^t court. 
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Yceming knowledge, when we fhould fubmit ourfelvcs 
to an iinknawn * fear.' 

Par, Why, 'tis the rareft argument of wonder tliat 
hath fhotout in our later times, 

Ber. And fo 'lis. 

Laf, To be relinquirti'd of the art ills 

Paf» So 1 fay,' both of Galen and Paracelfus. 

Laf, Of all the learned and authentic fellows—^— 

Par. Right, fo I fay. 

Lafn That gave him out incurable,— 

Par. Why, there 'tis, fo fay 1 too. 

Laf, Not to be help'd, 

Par. Right, as 'twere a man affur'd of an n < 

Letf. Uncertain life, and fure death, 

Par. Juft, you fay well: fo would I have faid. 

Laf. I may tnily fay, it is a novelty to the world. 

Par. It is indeed, if you will have it in fhewing, yoit 
Ihall read it in, what do you call there ■ 

Laf. AJbewing of a heavenly eJftB in an earthly aSor. 

Par. That's it, I would have faid the vety fame. 

Laf. Why, your dolphin is not "lufticr: foi^me, 1 fpeak 

in refpeft— - 

Par. Nay, 'tis ftrange, 'tis very ftrange, that is the 
bnef and the tedious of it; and he's of a moil facineri- 
ous fpirit, that will not acknowledge it to be the > 

Laf. Very hand of hcav'n. 

'Par. Ay, fo I fay. 

Laf. In a moft weak ■ 

Par. And debile minifter, great power, great trail* 
fcendencc: \\diich ihould indeed p^c us f *** a farther 
tfc to be made thaa alone the recov'ry of the King) 
ti to be i 

Laf. GeneraBy thankful. 

SCENE VI. EnUf Kingy BAnOf juid attendants. 

Par. X would have faid ft, yoir'fajd vrtSL Here comet 
the Bang. 
• Woh. III. G L^. 

f Two cr three words fcem to have Wh dropl,\\«e,^V\^vV^~ 
;*?■■■?/ ^/Pwr ^4; f0 ^f made. 
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. Lqf. Luftick, as the Dutchman fays: .I'D like a maid 
the better while I have a tooth in my head: why, he's 
f^le to lead her a corranto. 

Par, Mori du Finaigre! is not this Helen? 

Laf, 'Fore Gk)d, I think fo. 

King. Gq <£&11 before me all the Lords in court. 
Sit, my preferver, by thy patient's fide ; 
And with this healthful hand, whofe banifh'd fcnfe 
Thou haft repealed, a fecond time receive 
The confirmation of my promised gift ; 
'"■Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter three or four Lords* 

Fair maid, fend forth thine eye; this youthful parcel 

Of noble bachelors fland at my beftowing, 

O'er whom both foV'reign power and fatheH^ voice 

] have to ufe ; thy frank ele Aion make ; 

Thou haft power to chufe, and they none to forfake* 

HeL To each of you one fair and virtuous miflrefs 
Fall, when love pleafe ! marry, to each but one.—* 

Laf, I'd give bay curtal and his furniture, ' 
My mouth no more were broken than thefe boys* 
And writ as little beard. 

King, Perufc them well: 
Not one of thofe but had a noble father. 

\j^he addrejfes herfelf to a Lonk 

HeL Gentlemen, heaven hath, through me, reilor'd 
The King to health. 

jin. We underftand it, and thank Heaven for you. 

IltL I am a fimple maid, and therein wealthieft, 

lliat, I proteft, I fimply am a maid. 

Pleafe it your Majefty, I have done already: 
The blufhes in my cheeks thus whifper pic. 
We blufh that thou fhould'ft chufe, but be refus'd; 
L»ct the white death fit on thy cheek for ever, 
.We'll ne'er come there again. 

King, Make chpice, and fee. 
Who fhuns thy love, fhuns all his love in mt, 

HeL Now, Dian,.from thy altar do I fly, 
And to impartial Love, that god moft high» 
J?a my lighs ftrcam. Sir, wSV youY^^^cc la^ fok>, 
J Zar£ And grant it. 
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Hd. Thanki, Sir; — all the refl is mute. 
Laf. I had rather be in this choice, than th^w Amef- 
ice for my life. 

Hel, The honour, Sir, that flames in your fair eyes. 
Before I fpeak, too threat 'niogly replies: 

{TotbefeeoHdLordn\ 
Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Ker that fo wifhes, and her humble Igvc ! 
1 Lord. No better, if you pleafc. 
Hel. My wifh feceiv<, 
Which gpreat Lpve grant ! and fo I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her? if they were fons of mine^, " 
Td have them^whipt, or I would fend them to the Turlj^ 
to make eunuchs of. 
Hil. Be. not afraid that. I your haind'fiiould take ; 

[To the third. 
I'll never do you wrong for your own fake : 
BlefBng upon your vows, and in your bed 
Find £urer fortune, if you ever wed! 

Laf*. Thefe boys are boys of ice, they'll none of her: 
fure they are baftards to the Englifh^ the French ne'er 
got *em. 

Hd. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
To make yourfelf a fon out of my blood. 

{To the fourtL,^ 
4 Lord. Fair one, I tliink not fo. 
Laf. There's one grape yet,— — 
Par. I am fure thy father drunk wine. 
Laf, But if thoube'ft not anafs, I am a 
Youth of fourteen. I have known thee already. 

HeL I dare not fay, I take you; but I give 
Me and my fervice, ever whilft I live, 
Into your guided power. This is the man. \To Bertram* 
King. Why then, young Bertram, take her, fhc's thy 

wife. 
Ber, My wife, my Liege? I (hall bcfeech your Highnefs, , 
In fuch a bufinefs ^iwt me leave to ufe 
The help of mine own eyes. 

King, Know'il thou not, Bertram, 
What fhe hath done for mc? 
jfisr. YeSf my good hord^ 
But never hope to, know wh v I fliould msir^ \i«, 

C 2 Kv^lr 
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Kititg, Thou . know'fty fhe has rais'd me ttmn my ikk< 
lybcd. 

-ffrr. But follows it, my Lord, to bring me down 
Muft anfwer for your nfing ? I know her wdl: 
fihc had' her breeding at my father's charge : 
A poorphyfician's daughter my wife! — Difdain 
Rather corrupt me everl 

JOfig. 'Tis only title thou difdain'ft in her, the whick 
I can build up : ilrange is it^ that our hioodF^ 
Of colour, weight, and heat, pourM all together, 
Would quite confound diilin^ion, yet fland oS 
In differences fo'^mighty. If fhe be 
All that is virtuous, fave what 'tho« diflik'A: 
A poor phvfician's daughter, thou diflik^ft 
Of virtue tor the -name ^ but do not fo. 
Sroxn lotureft place when virtuous things proceed. 
The place is dignify'd by th* dx>er'8 deed. 
Where great addition fwells, and virtue noii)^ 
It is a dropfied honour: good alone 
Is good; and, vinth a name, vilenefs is fo: 
The property by what it is fhould go, 
Not by the title. She is good, wile, fair 5 
In thdfc, to nature (he's immediate heir ; 
And thefe breed honour. That is honour's fconi, 
Which, challenges itftlf as honour's bom. 
And is not like the fire. Honours belt thrive, 
When rather from our afts we them derive 
Than our foregoers: the mere word's a Have 
Debauch'd on every tomb, ©n ev'ry grave; 
A lying trophy ; and as oft is dumb, 
Where duft and damn'd oblivion is the tot^b 
, Of honour'd bones indeed. What (houldbe> fiaidi 
If thou can- ffi likia this creatune as a maid, 
I can create the reft : virtue and ihe 
Is her own dow'r; honour and wealth from mc. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will ftrive to do't. 

Khtg. Thou \iTong'ft thyfelf, if thou Ihould'ft fbive 
to chufe. 

//J. Tliat you are well rcftor'd, my Lord, Pm glad : 

.J-.et the reft go. 

A/h^, My honour's at the (lake •, y:\uc\\ \.o ^i^cxvA^ 
J au/i produce my power. Hcve, takt \\*:x \v^\\<X, 



• ft. y. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. »9 

Proud fcornful boy, unworthy this good gift ? 
That doth in vile mifprifion fhackle up 
My luve, and her defert ; that caiiil nut dream, 
Wc, poizing us in her defctlive fcale, 
Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know. 
It is in us to plant thine honour, where 
We pleafe to have it grow. Check thy contempt : 
Obey our will, which travels in thy good ; : 

Bdieve not thy~difdain, but prefently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient riglit, 
Which both thy duty owes, and our power claims : , 
Or I will throw thee from my care for. ever • 
Into the ttaggers, and the carelcsfs lapfc .» 
Of youth and ignorance ; my revenge -and hate . 
Loofing upon thee in the name of j\iliice» 
Without all terms of pity.- Speak, thine anfwer.-, 
£er* Pardon, my gracious Lord;, fur 1 fubmit : 
My fancy to your, eyes.^^ When I confider. 
What great creation^ and what, dole of honour 
FL'es wbene you bid; .1 find, that (Jie, which late^ . 
Was in my Jioblei; thoughts moil bafe, is now 
The. pnzed of the King ; who, fo ennobled, 
\\ aft 'twere bom fo, 

Kh^. r Take her by the liand. 
And tell her, fhe is thine: to whom I pronufe;'; 
A counterpoize; if not in thy. eftate, 
A balance more replete. . 
Ber. .1 take her hand* } 

King. Good fortune and the favour of the King ^ 
Smile uppa thi§ contra<^;' whofe ceremony 
Shall feem expedient on the new-born briefj^ 
And be performed to-night f the fblemn feaft. ^ 
Shall rn^rr, gtteod upon the conning fpace, 
E^cpe^ting abfcnt friends. . As thou lov'ft her, 
Thy love's to me religious ;. elfe does err. [^Exeunt. ■,, 

SCENE y IL : Mi^eni ParoUes and Lafeu. 

Lgf^ Do. you hear, Monfieur l a word with you. 

Par* Your, pleafure. Sir? 

Laf. Your loid and mailer did well to make his re- . 

C 3 Par^ 
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Far, Recantation? — my lord? my n: after? 

Laf. Ay, is it not a languajre 1 fpeak ? 

Par, A moft harih one, and not to be under ilood 
without bloody fnccctding. My maiter! 

Laf. Are you companion to the Count RoufiJlon ? 

Far, To any Count; to zM Counts; to what Ia man. 

Lqf. To what is Count's man ; Count's inafter is of 
another ftyle. 

Far. You are too old, Sir ; let it latisfy you, you are 
too old 

J.af. I muft tell thee, firrah, I wiite man ; to whicii 
title age cannot bring thee. 

Far, What I dare too well do^ I dare not do. 

Laf, I did think thee, for twx) ordicarit s, to be a pret- 
ty wife fellow: thou didft make tolerable vent of thy 
travel; it might pafs: yet the fcarfs and thelaanxkerets a- 
bout thee did mam'fi[)ldly diffuade njje from hcHaviog thee 
a veflel of too great a burthen. I hsoe now jfbtmd thee ; 
when 1 lofe thee again, I care not : yet ai t thou good fer 
nothing but taking up, and that thou'rt fcarce worths 

Far, Hadft thou not the piivilege of antiquity upon 
thee 

Laf, Do not plunge thyfclf too far in anger, left thou 
haften thy trial, which if,— Lord have mercy on thee 
for a hen ! fo, my good window of lattice, fare thee well; 
thy cafement I need not open, I lock througb thee. 
Give me thy hand. 

Far, Mj Lord, you give me moft egregious indig- 
mky, 

Laf, Ay, with all my heart, and tliou afft worthy g£ 
it. 

Pflr. I have not, my Lord, defcrv'd iu 

Laf. Yes, good faith, ev'iy dram of itj -anti I wiK 
-afit bate tbee a fcruple. 

Par, WeU, I ihaU be wifer — - 

Laf, Ev'n as foon as thou can'ft, for thou .haft to pull 
at d, unack o' th' contrary. If ever thou becft bound iu 
thy fcarf and beaten, thou (halt find what it is to be 
proud of tliy bondage. 1 have a cUriire t& hold my ac- 
quaintance with thee, or rathtr my knov/icdg«, that I 
Miajr fey in the default, he i* a- mau V kno>w . 
• Par. 



8t» ^ ALU'S WEL^ THAT ?NPS WEi*. |l 

tion- 

/jqf. I would it were hell-pains for thy fake, and .my 
poor doiag eternal: for doing, I am p.iil-f; **"* as- C 
wOI by thcey in what motion age will give me leave. 

Par. Well, thou haft a fon fliall take thb difg^-acc 

off me; fcurvy, old, filthy, fcurvy Lord! — i ^tVcUr 

I muil be patient, tliere is no fettering of authority. J'll 
beat -bim, by my jife, if I can meet him with any con- 
Tcnience, an he were double and double a Lord- PU 
have no more pity of his age, than 1 would have of ■ . ■ 
I'll beat him, sin if I could but meet him agtiiii. 

Re-enter L.afeu^ 

JLaf. Sirrah, your lord and nft^flsT's nf^arricid; ther^^ 
«eiv8 ioT you ; you have a jiew qiiikefa^ 

Par, I moft unfeiguedly befeech your Lptdfhip tff 
make fome ref^rvation of your wi*ongs. He, my good- 
Lord, whom I fervc above, is my mailer^ 

J^f. Who? God? 

Par. Ay, Sir. 

Laf, The devfl it ia that's thy matter. Why doft 
thou garter up thy arms o' this faihiqn ? doil make hofc 
of thy fleeves ? do other fervants fo ? thou wjert beft fet 
thy lower part where thy nofe ftjuids* By mine honour, 
]i 1 were but two hours younger, I'd beat tliee. Me- 
thinks thou art a general offence, ^d every m^ (hould 
beat thee. I think thc>a waft created for xtnefi tp breatte^ 
thcnnfelves upon thee. 

Par. This is hard and undeferved merfur^, nay Lord. 

Laf, Go to. Sir; you were be;itca ifi Italy for pi^Jc.- 
ing a kernel out" of a pomegraaiate ; you arc a .vaga^ 
bond, and no true traveller: you are move faucy wjth 
Lords and honourable perfonages, th^a the heraldry of 

your 

* Here is a line loA After paji; fothat k ihouldbc difting^flied 
!ky ^ break wi(h ailcriflu. The very words of the loft lipe it U im- 
poffible to retrieve; but the Itnfe is obvious enough^ For doing I 
•mfafti age has dcprivpd ire of much cf my force and vigour; yet 
/ have am enoufch to fhcw the world I can do m^feM V\^\\ ai J 
•viZ/Jj /hfe^ /// what motion for in the beH ai94l&ieiA O&f >»*\l.\ i>M* ^* 
AwA Mr, Wzrhiitton. ,^^ •■ 
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your birth and virtue gives you commiilion. 'You arc 
not worth another word, clf« I'd call you knave. I leave 
you. ' lExU. 

SCENE Vin. Enter Bertram. 

Par. Good, very good, it is fo then.— Good, ve- 
ry good, let it be conceaPd a while. 

Ber. Undone, and forfeited to cares for ever! 

Par, What is the matter, f weet heart ? 

Ber. Although before the folemn pried Pvc ftvom, I 
will not bed her. 

Par. What ? what, fweet heart ! 

Ber. O my Parolles, they have married me : 
Iffl to the Tufcan wars, and never bed her. 

Par. France is a dog-hole, and it no more . merits the. 
tread of a man's foot:- to th' wars. 

Ber. There's letters from my mother; what the im^ 
port .i», I know not yet. 

Pjtr., Ay, that would be knowji ; to th* wars, my boy ; 
tp th' wars. 

He wears his honour in a box, unfeen, .. 
That hugs his kickfy-wickfy here at homei 
Spending his manly naarraw in her arms. 
Which fhould fuftain the bound and high curvet'/. 
Of Mars's fifery fieed: to other regions • 
France ifr a-ftable, wie that dwell in*t jades, , 
l^crefore to tk' war* ^^ • 

Ber, It Jhall be fo, PH fend h*er to my houfe,' 
Acquaintuiy mother with my hate to her. 
And whcrerore I am fled; write to the Kmg 
That wkiclr I^ diirft f*ot fpeak^r Mis prefent. gift 
Shall fumiih fne to 4:ho{e Italian £flds,. 
Where nqble'^iellbw* ftrike. ;* War i» 410 .ftrifc 
To the dSrk-houfei and the detefted wife. 

Par. Will'this- capricio hold in thee, art fure ? 

Ber. Go with me to my chamber, and advife me.. 
I'll fend her ftraight aw^y : to-mprrow 
1*11; to the wars, (he to her firtgle forrow. 

Par^ Why, thefe balls bound, there's noife in it.— n.. 
'Tishard^ 
A>yonng man married, is a mantVialH tcv^tt'dx 
2rafccncfo/c Mwajf and leave hei btv^d^ *, %o» ^^ 
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ISie King hatiidone you wrong: bu^ h^H^.! 'ti> fot 

SCENE IX. Enter Hehnii and CtbwH. 

Heh My mother greets me kindly, is file well! 

Ch. She IS not well, but yet fhe has her health : fhc'^ 
▼ery merry, but yet flic ia not well : but, thanks be gtven^ 
file's very well, aud wants nothing i' th' world; but ye^, 
flie is not well.. 

HeL If fhe be very well, what does fhc ail, th^t fhe't 
»ot very well ? 

Ck, Truly, flie'5. v«ry well, indeed, but for two things. 
^ Htl Wha^t t>^o^ji\ga? 

€lo» One, that fl;e'a not. in heav'n, whither God f6n4 
her quickly ; the other, that fhc's in earth, from whence 
God fend her quickly ! - 

Enter Paj^i^^ 



far, "Blth you, my fortunate Lady ! 
MhL I hope, Sir» I luv« your, goodrwill to hfivQ Q^ine 
own gfiqd fortune. 

Par. You had my prayers to lead them on ; and to 
^eep them on, hiive them ftill. O, my knave, how dees 
my old lady? • 

Clo, So that you had her wrinkles and I her money, I 
I ivoiikl (he did as you fay. 

. Par, Why, I fay nothing. 

! C/o, Marry, you are the wifer maa ; for n)iiny a m^n's 

■ tongue fpeaka out his mailer's undouig. Tp ^y nothiiig, 

to do nothing, to know nothing, anrt to h^vg nothing, is 

te b« a great part of your iliii; which i^ within a ^ery 

iittle of nothing. : 

Par, Away, thouVt a knave. 

Clo. Yon fliould have faiil, Sir, before a knave th'art a 
k»ave ; that's, before me th'art a knave. This had been 
troth. Sir. 
Par. Go to^ thou art a witty fool, I have fcund thee, 
C^» Did you (ind mc in yoiirferf, ^w*. ci \^n^ ^iv.%\L 
taught to 6nd tnc^ the feaich, Sir, v^-^ls ^tQ^V4S^>Vi>>^^ 
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much fool may you find in you, even to the world's pVesk* 
fure, and the increafe of laurhter. 

Par, A good knave, i* faith, and well fed. 
Madam, my Lord will go away to*night, 
A very ferious bufinefs calls on him. 
The great prerogative and rite of love. 
Which, as your duf, time claims, he does ackn^wledg^e ;^ 
But puts it off by a compell'd reftraint : 
Whofe v^rant and whofc delay is flrew'd with fwectii 
Which they diftil now in the curbed time. 
To make the coming hour overflow with joy. 
And pleafure drown the brim. 

Bel. What's his will elfe? 

Par. That you will take your inftant leave o* th* Kingy 
And mak^ this hade as your own good proceeding: 
Strengthened with what apology you think 
May make it probable need. 

Ilei, What more commands he? 

Par, That having this ohtain'd, you prefently 
Attend his further pleafure. 

Ifei, In every thing 1 wait upon his will. 

Ptfr. I fliaH report it fo. ' [^Exit PuroBet,. 

HtL I pray you^ . ■ Come, firrah. [To CJo^tm. 

I. 

SCENE X. Enter Lafeu and Bertram. 

Laf, But I hope your Lordfhip thinks not him a (bU* 
dier. 

Ber, Yes, my Lord, and of very valiant approof. 

L^f, You have it from his own deliverancCf 

Ber, And by other warranted tefUmony. 

Laf, Then my dial goes not truei I took this lark for 
« bunting. 

Ber. 1 do affure you, my Lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf, I have then finned againfl his experience, and 

tranfgrefs'd againft his valour; and my (late that way is 

dangerous, lince 1 cannot yet find in my heart to repent. 

Here he conies; 1 pray you, make m^ ixitvid^, 1 vi^ ^ur- 

fut the amity. 
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Enter Par oiks. 

Pat.. Thcfe tilings (hall be done, Sir. 
Laf. I pray you, Sir, who'a his tailor? 
Par. Sir? 

Laf. O, I know him well; Ay, Sir, he. Sir, is a good 
Workman, a very good tailor. 

Ber. ris (he gone to the- King? \^Afide to Parolku 

Par. She is. 

Ber, Will (he away to-night ? 
Par* As you'll have her* 

Ber, I have writ my letters, ca(keted my treafurc, given 
•rder for our horfes ; and to-night, when I (hould take 
po(re(Iion of the bride— —and ere I do begin — 

Laf. A good traveller is fomething at the latter end 
of a dinner; but one that lies three thirds, and ufes a 
known truth to pafs a thoufand nothings with, (hould be 
once heaid) and thrice beaten.— —God fave you, 
.Captain. 

Ber, Is there, any unkindnefs bctweeti my Lord and 
yoUyMondeur? 

Par. I know not how I have deferved to run into my 
Lord's difpleafure. 

Laf. You have made (hift to run into't, boots and fpurt 
and all, like him that leapt into the cuftard : and out of 
it you'll run again, rathet than fufFer quedion for your re- 
fidence. . 

Ber. It may be you have miftaken him, my Lord. 
Laf And (hall do fo for ever, tho' I took him at*8 
prayers. Fare you well, my Lord; and believe this of 
me, there can be no kernel in this light nut : the foul of 
this man is his clothes. Trufi him not in matter' of heavy 
coafequence. I have kept of thexh tame, and know their 
natures.' Farewell, Monfieur; I have fpoken better of yoU, 
than you liave or will deferve at my hand, but we muft 
llo good againft evil. ' {EvA* 

Par. An idle L9rd, I fwear. . . ■ 
Bety I think fb. 

Par. Why, do you not know him ? 
; Ba:. Yea, I hioW him Well, aad eommoti ti^«ck 
Givabim a worthy p^U. Here cox&sa mv dos. 
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SCENE XL Enter Helena. 

Hel, I have, Sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and hav6 ptvcui'd 'his leave 
For prcfent parting.; only he deiir^ 
Some private fpeech with you. 

BSr. I teall obey his will. 
Vou muft not marvel, Helen, at my courfe,'! 
Which holds not colour with the time; not does 
The miniftration and required office 
On my particular. Prepared I was not 
For fuch a bufinefs : therefore atn I found . 
So much unfettled : this drives frie to intreat yea, 
Yhat pfefently you take your way for home, 
And rather mufe, thanafk, why 1 intreat you-; 
For my refpefts are better than they fcem, 
And -my Appointments have in them a need 
•6#eater than fh^tvs itfelf at the firft view, 
To! you that know them not% Thisto-my mother. 

{^Giving a feHer. 
•Twill be fwo days ere I (hall fee you, fo 
I leave you to your wifdom. 

JHeL Sir, I can nothing fay. 
But that I am your moft obedient fen*ant. 

Ber. 'Cbfne, come, no more of that. 

'HeL And ever fh^ll 
With true obfervattce feek to eke but that, 
Wherein tow'rd me my homely liars have failMi 

• To el|ual my *gi*eat fortune. 

Ber. Let that go : • 

•My liafte is very grtat. Farewell; hie hcJffle* 
■'Hel Praty, Sir, yoUr patdon. 
'Ber, Well, what l!V(rtild you fay ? 
^Hel I ahittot Wdrthy of the' wealth 'I owes 

• Nor^afe \ fssy, ^tis min€,'and yet it is ,- 

Bat, like a timorous thief, moft fein wouId'il«aI 
W4at law does vouch mine own. * 

Be^. What would you have? 

ffcL Something, and fcarce fo mu<lK-»*--rtothing, irt- 

deed——*— # 

/ wo^kl not -tell ^u 'vt^hat 1 *wSa\dL,'^7 ljci44— >£aith 
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Strangers and fues do funder, and not kifs. 

Ber, I pray you, Hay not ; but in hafte to horfe. 

Hel. I fliall not bicak your bidding, good my Lord. 

{Exit Helena. 

Ber. Where are my other men, Monfieur? — farewelL 
Go thou tow'rd home, where I will never come, 
Whilit I can (hake my fword, or hear the drum : 
Away, and for our flight. 

Par. Bravely, Couragio ! \^Exeunt. 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Dukc*s court In Florence. 

' Flourj/b. Enter the Duhe cfFlorencc^ two French Lords^ 
nxjuhjoldiers* 

o 

Duhe. C/ O that, from point to point, now have you 
The fundamental reafons of this war, [heai^d 

Whofc great dccifion liath much blood let forth. 
And more thii-its after. 

1 hard. Holy fecms the quarrel 
Upon your Grace's part; but black and fearful 
On the oppofer. 

Duhe. Therefore Ave nuirvel mtich our coufiD Fralnce 
Would, in fo juft a buliuefs, fhut his bofom 
Againil our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my Lord, 
The reafons of our Hate I cannot yield, 
Hut like a common and an' outward man, 
That the great figure of a council frames 
By fclf-unablc motion; therefore daie riot 
&y what I think of it, fmce I have found 
Myfelf in my uncertain grounds to fail 

[ As often as I guefsM. 

Duhe. B e it his plcafiire. 

2 Lord. But I am fure the younger of our nation, 
I That furfeit on their eafe, will day by day 
S Come here for phyfic. 
I Duhe. Welcome (hall they be: 

V .And all the honours that can fly from w^, 

Y jipmUcii them fcttk. You know vi)\iv Y.hec^\\v\\, 

r. Vol. IIL d ' t^^^^ 
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When better fall, for your avails they fell; 
To-morrow, to the field. [JS^< 

SCENE II. Chan^£s to JR^otifillon in France. 

Enter Countefs and Clown, 

Count. It hath happened, all as I would have hac 
fave that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young Lord to be a ^ 
melancholy man. 

Count. By what obfervance, I pray you ? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and fing; nr 
liis ruff, and iing ; afk queftions, and fing ; pick his te 
and fing. 1 knew a man that had this trick of mc 
choly, fold a goodly manor for a fong. 

Counts Let me fee what he writes, and when he m 
to come. < [^Reads the U 

Clo. I have no mind to Ifbel, fince I was at cc 
Our old ling, and our Ifbels o* th* country, are noti 
like your- old ling, and your IfbePs o' th' court; the b 
of my Cupid's knock'd out ; and I begin to love, a 
old man loves money, with no llomach. 

Count. What have we here ? 

Clo. E'en that you have there. [^I 

Countefs rfodf a letter. 

I have fent you a daughter-in-law : Jhe hath rectn 
the Kingy and undone me. I have wedded her^ not he 
her y andfwom to make the pot eternal. Toujhall he 
am run away ; know it before the report come. If the 
breadth enough in the world, I yfill hold a long dijlance. 
duty to you. 

Tour unfortunate f on. 



Bert 



This is not well, rafh and unbridled boy, 
To fly the favours of fo good a King, 
To pluck his indignation on thy head; 
'By the inifpriling of a maid, too virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 
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Re-enter Clown. 
C/o. O Madam, yonder is heavy news within, between 
two foldiers and my young lady. 
Count. What is the matter? 

C/o. Nay, there is fome comfort in the news, fomc 
comfort ; your fon will not be kill'd fo foon as I thought 
he would. 

Count. Why fhould he be killed? 
do. So fay 1, Madam, if he run away, as I hear he 
does; the danger is in (landing to't; that's the lofs of 
men, though it be the getting of children. Here they 
come will tell you more. For my part, I only hear your 
fon was run away. 

SCENE III. inter Helena, and two Gejitkmens 

1 Gent. Save you, good Madam. 

Hel, Madam^ my Lord is gone, for ever gone.— • 

2 Gent. Do not fay fo. 

Count. Think upon patience: *pray you. Gentlemen, 
rVe felt fo many quirks of joy and grief, 
% That the firft face of neither, on the ftart. 
Cm woman me unto't. Where is my fon ? 
a Gent. Madam, he's gone to ferve the Duke of 
Florence. 
. We met him thitherward, for thence we came; 
And, after fome difpatch in hand at court, 
i Thither we bend again. 

HeL Look on tlus letter. Madam ; here's my pafTport. 

. When thou canfl get the ring upon niy finger, which never 
W^fiallcome ojf ; andjhew me a child begotten of thy body that 
r I am father to, then call me hufband; but in fuch a then / 

^ite a never. 

f This is a dreadful fenteneCr 

Count. Brought you this letter. Gentlemen ? 
^ I Gent. Ay, Madam; and for the contents' fake, arc 
\- »«ry for our pains. 

;j. Count. I pr'ythee. Lady, have a better cheer, 
L-^thou engrofleil all the griefs as thine, 
nWiou rohh'Rme of a moiety; he was my loiv, 
m^tldo wafh his name out' of my Wood, 

D 2 KxA 
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And thou art all my child. Towards Florence is he? 

2 Gent. Ay, Madam. 

Count. And to be a foldier? 

2 Gent, Such 18 his noble purpofe ; and, believc't. 
The Duke will lay upon him all the honour 
That good convenience claims. ' 

Count. Retui:n you thither? 

I Gent. Ay, Madam, with the fwifteft wing of fpecd. 

ff^L Till I have no tp'tfey I have nothing in France. 
'Tis bitter. IReaSng. 

Count. Find you that there? 

HeL Yes, Madam. 

I Gent. 'Tis but the'boldncfs of his hand, haply, whidii 
his heart was not confenting to. 

Count, Nothing in France until he have no wife ? 
There's nothing here that is too good for him, 
But only (he ; and fhe deferves a XK)rd 
That twenty fuch rude boys might tend upon. 
And call her hourly Miftrefs. Who was with him I 

I Gent. A fervant only, and a gentleman 
Which 1 have fometime known. 

Count. Parolles, was't not? 

I Gent, Ay, my good Lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wickednefit 
My fon corrupts a well- derived nature 
With his inducement. 

I Gent, indeed, good Lady, • the fellow has a deal of 
that too much, which holds him much to have. 

Count. Y'are welcome. Gentlemen ; I will intreat you, 
when you fee my fon, to tell him, that his fword can never 
win the honour that he lofes: more I'll intreat you writ- 
ten to bear along. ♦ 

I Gent. We fcrveyou, Madam, in that and all your viror- 
thieft affairs. 

Count. Not fo, but as we change our courtefies. 
Will you draw near ? {^Exeunt Countefs and Gent. 

SCENE IV. 

HeU Till 1 have no wifij f have nothing in France. 
Nothing in France, until he h^s no wife ! 
Thou (halt have none* Roufillon, none in France ; 
Then haft thou all again. Poor Lord ! is't i 



i 
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Tbat chafe thee from thy country, and expofe 

Tbofe tender limb» of thine to the event 

Of the none-fparing wav? and is it I 

That drive thee from the fportive court, where thou 

Waft fliot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 

Of finoaky mufkets? O you leaden meffengers. 

That ride upon the violent fpeed of fire. 

Fly with falfe aim ; pierce the ftill-moving air. 

That lings with piercing, do not touch my Lord. 

Whoever ihoots at him, I fet him there: 

Whoever charges on his forward breaft, 

I am the caitiff that do hold him to it ; 

And though I kill him not, I am the caufe 

(His death was fo efEedled. Better 'twere 
I met the rav'ning Hon when he roar'd 
With (harp conftraint of hunger : better 'twere 
That all the miferies which nature owes. 
Were mine at once. No, come thou home, Roufdlon; 
Whence honour but of danger wins a fear ; 
As oft it lofes all. I will be gone i 
My being here it is that ho^ds thee hence. 
Shall I ftay here to do't ? No, no, although 
The air of paradife did fan the houfe. 
And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 
That pitiful rumour may report my flight. 
To confolate thine ear. Come, night ! end, day ! 
For with the dark, poor thief^ I'll ileal away. [^Exif. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Duke^s court In Florence, 

Fhurifh, Enter the Duke of Florence ^ Bertram^ Drum and 
TrumpdSy Soldiers, Parolles* 

Duke, The Central of our Horfe thou art, and we, 
Great in our hope, lay our bed love and crcdciic j 
Upon thy promiling fortune. 

Ber, Sir, it is 
A charge too heavy for my flrcTigtli ; but yet 
We'll ihlve to bear it for youi worthy fake, •■ 

-jTo th* extreme edge of hazard. 
J. ■ jPd/i^. Tluin go furthf 

D 3 K.%^ 
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And Fortune play upon thy profp'rous helm, 
As thy aufpicious miftrefs! 

Ber» This very day, 
Great Mars, I put myfelf into thy file; 
Make me but like my thoughts, and I (hall prove 
A lover of thy drum; hater of love. ^Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. Changes to Roufilion in France* 

Enter CowUefs and SteuanL 

Count, Alas! and would you take the letter of her? 
Might you not know, (he would do, as flie has don^. 
By fending me a letter? Rejid it again. 

LETTER. 

I am St. jfaques* pU^rimf thither gone ; 

Ambitious love hathfo in me o[fe.nded^ 
That hare-foot plod I the cold ground upon, 

IVith fainted vow my faults to have amended,, 
Write, write, that from the bloody courfe of war 

My dearefi ma/ler, your dear f on, may hiei 
Blefs him at home in peace, whUji I from far 

His name with zealous fervour fandlfy. 
His taken labours bid him me forgive ; 

J, his defplteful jfuno, fent him forth 
From courtly friends, with camping foes to live; 

Where death and danger dog the heels of worth. 
He is too good and fair for death and me. 
Whom I my f elf embrace, to fet him free. 

Ah, what (harp ftings are in her mildeft words? 
Rynaldo, you did never lack advice fo much. 
As letting her pafs fo ; had I fpoke with her> 
I could have well diverted her intents, 
Which thus ibe hath prevented. 

Stew. Pardon, Madam, 
If I had given you this at over-night. 
She might have been o'er-ta'en ; and yet fiie writes, 
Purfuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel fti^ 
BMs this unworthy hufband? be cantvot ibrive, 
Unlefs her prayers^ whom Hea\eti dtVv^u x,o\\^^'v. 
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And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 
Of greateft juftice. Write, write, Ryualdo, 
To this unworthy bufhand of his wife ; 
Ltjt every word weigh heavy of her woilh. 
That he does weigh too light : my gi-eatell grief, 
Though little he do feel it, fet down (harply. 
Dtfpatcli the moft convenient meffcnger 5 
Wlicn, haply, he ihjdl hear that ftie is gone, 
He will return, and hope I may, that /lie, 
Hearing fo much, will fpeed her £bot again, 
Led hither by pure love. Which of them both 
Is deareft to me, I've no fltiH in fenfe 
To make diftIn<ftion ; provide this nitficnger; 
My Heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 
Grief would have tears, and forrow bids me fpeak. 

lExewtt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to a public place in Florence. 

A tucket afar off^ 

Emter Ml old U^tdow of Florence , Diana ^ J^tokniay aud 
Mariana, with other citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come. For if they do approach the city, 
we (hall lofe all the fight. 

Dia, lliey fay the French Count has done moft ho- 
noiuable fervice. 

Wid, it is reported, that he has taVn their greateft 
commander; and that with his own l.and he flew the 
Duke's brother. We have loil our labour, they are 
gone a contrary way: hark, you may know by their 
trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let's return again, and fufiice ourfelves 
with the report of it. Well, Diana, take heed of this 
French Earl ; the honour of a maid is licr name, and no 
legacy is fo rich as honefly. 

IVid. I have told my neighbour how you have been 
folicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave, (hang him!) one Parol- 
, \c8; a filthy officer he is in thofe t\3L^^rf^\o\v^ W •Cwt 
^ young Eiirlf beware of them, Diavi^L', \iivdx ^xoxa\^^%> 
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enticements, oaths, tokens, and all thefe engines of luft, 
are the things they go under; many a maid hath been 
(educed by them ; and the mifery is, example, that fo 
terrible (hews in the wreck of maidenhood, cannot for 
all that diniiade fucceflion, but that they are limed with 
the twigs that threaten them. I hope I need not advife 
you further; but I hope your own grace will keep yoa 
where you are, though there -were no further danger 
found but the modefty which is fo loft. 
Diiu You fhall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena, di/guis^d like afUgrim, 

Wtd. I hope fo Look, here comes a pilgrim; I 
know (he will lie at my houfe ; thither they fend one an.- 
other: I'll queftion her: God fave you, pilgrim ! whither 
are you bound ? 

He. To St. Jaqucff le Grand. Where do the palxner» 
lodge, I do befeech you? 

JVid. At the St. Francis, befide the port. 

HeL Is this the way? \_Amawch afar off, 

Wid* Ay, marry, is't. Hark you, they come this way. 
If you will tarry, holy pilgrim, but till the troops come 
I will conduft you where you fhall be lodg'd ; [by^ 

The rather, for 1 think I know your hoilcfs 
As ample as myfelf. 

Hel Is it yourfelf ? 

Wtd. If you (hall pleafe fo, pilgTim. 

HeL I thank you, and will ftay upon your leifure. 

Wld, You came, I think, from France. 

HA Ididfo. 

W\d. Here you (hall fee a countryman of yours> 
That has done worthy fervice. 

HeL His name, I pray you ? 

D'la. The Count Roulillon : know you fuch a one ? ^ 

HeL But by tlie ear, that hears nK)il nobly of him \ 
His face I know not. 

Dm. Whatfoe'er he is, 
He's bravely taken here. He dole from France, 
. As 'tis reported ; for the King had married him 
AgainA his liking. Think you it hiol 
//e/. Ay, fureJy, merely truth-, \VttOYr\aa\^^^. 
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D'm, There is a gentleni^ia that fenr(!s the Counti 
' Reports but coarfdy of her, 
HeL AVhat'shis name? 
Dia* Moniieur ParoUes.^ 
HeL Oh, 1 believe with him, 
In argument of praife, or to the worth 
Of the great Count himlelf ; /he is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her defexviiig 
Is a referved honefty, and that 
I have not heard examined. 

Dia* Alas, poor lady 1 
Tis a hard bondage, to become the wiie 
0/ a detefting Lord. 

UTtd, Ah! right; good creature! whercfoe'cr (he it 
Her heart weighs fadly ; this young maid might do her 
A fhrewd turn, if die pleas'd. 

HeL How do you mean ? 
May be the am'rous Count folicits her 
Id the unlawful purpofe. 
Wld, He does indeed ; 
And brokcs .with all that can in fuch a fuit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid: 
. But (he is arm'd for him, and keeps her guard 
III honeileli defence. 

SCENE VIII. Drum and Colours. 

Enter Bertram^ Parolks^ Officers and SohUers attendln^^ 

Mar, The gods forbid elfe ! 

iVid^ So DOW they come : 
That is Antonio, the Duke's eldcft fon; 
That, Efcalus. 

HeL Which is the Frenchman ? 

Dia. He; 
That witli the plume; 'tis a nioft gallant ftllow; 
I would he lov'd his wife ! if he were hone lie r, 
He were much goodlier. Is't not a handi'ome gentle- 
man ? 

BeL I like him well. 

Dia. 'Tis pity he is not honcft; yotid'^ tlval &^^ 
knave, 
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That leads him to thefe places: were I his lady, 
I'd poifon that vile rafcal. 

H4. Which is he? 

D'ta* That jack-an-apes with fcarfs. Why is he m 
lancholy \ 

HeL Perchance he's hurt i* th' battle. 

Par* Lofe our drum! well.— — 

Mar, He's fhrewdly vexM at fomething. Look, I 
hath (pied us. 

Wid, Marry, hang- you \ 

\Exeunt Bertram 9 Parolks, £sf 

Mar. And your courtefy, for a ring-carrier ! 

Wid. The troop is pafs'd. Come, pilgrim, I will brir 
you 
Where you (hall hoft: Of injoin'd penitents 
There's four or five, to great St. Jaques bound> 
Already at my houfe. 

HeL I humbly thank you : 
Plcafe it this matron, and this gentle maid 
To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking 
Shall be for me : and to requite you further, 
^ will beftow fome precepts on this virgin 
Worthy the note. 

BiitL We'll take your oflFer kindly. i^Exem 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Bettranty and the two French Lords* 

1 Lord. Nay, good my Lord, put him to*t : let h: 
have his way. 

2 Lord, If your LordOiip find him not a hUding, he 
me no more in your refpech 

1 Lord. On my life, my Lord, a bubble. 
B'er. Do you think i am fo far deceived in him ? 

I Lord. Believe it, my Lord, in mine own diri 
knowledge, without any malice, but to fpcak of him 
my kinfman ; he's a moft notable coward, an infinite a 
endlefs liar, an hourly promife-breaker, the owner 
no one good quality worthy your Lord/hip's enterta 
ment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you ktvew Vv\tcv> k{l, recoil 
too far ia bi$ virtue^ wHcIdl V\e Viax^ tio\^ \v^ xsCv 
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at fome great and trufty bufinefs in a main danger fail 
jou. 

Ber* I would I knew in what particular aftion to 
try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off his 
^nim; which you hear him fo confidently undertake 
to do. 

I Lord. I, with a troop of Florentines, will fud- 
denly furpnft him; fuch I will have, whom I am 
fure he knows not from the enemy: we will bind 
and hoodwink him fo, that he (hall fuppofe no other 
but that he is carried into the leaguer of the adverfaries, 
when we bring him to our own tents. Be but your Lord- 
ibip prefent at his examination; if he do not for the 
promSe of his life, and in the higheft compulfion of 
bafe fear, offer to betray you, and deliver all the intel- 
ligence in his power againft you, and that with the di- 
vine forfeit of his foul upon oath, never trull my judg- 
ment in any thing. 

2 Lord, O, for the love of laughter, let him fetch 
bis drum ; he fays, he has a ftratagem for't ; when your 
Lordihip fees the bottom of his fucccfs in't, and to 
"^ metal this counterfeit lump of oar will be melted, 
|. jf you give him not Tom Drum's entertainment *, your 
incfiung cannot be removed. Here he comes. 

SCENE X. Enter ParoUes. 

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not the 
uumour of his defign, let him fetch oflF his drum in 
any hand. 

•^T. How now, Mcnfieur ? this drum flicks forely in 
■ ^ourdiTpofuion. 

2 Lord. A pox't on't, let it go, 'tis but a drum. 

If Par, But a drum ! is't but a drum ? a drum fo lofl ! 
j- there 

J, Holingfhed, in his defcription of Ireland, fpeaking of Patrick 
i- •ttrfefield, (Mayer of Dublin in the year 155 1,) and of his eitra- 
?P**^ bofpitality, fubjoins, that no gueft had e^ec a cold or for- 
^wdinp- look from any part of his family : fo rhat his porter, cr any 
JJ^«l^w^r, durfl f:ot, for both bis ears, ^ive the fimp/cj} niau that 
^ ^^ed io bis houfc, Tom Drum* s entertainment ; \\KkVv \%, \.^Vi\e. 

'^- Theobald. 
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there was an. excellent command 1 to charge in vrh 
our horfe upon our own wings, and to rend our ov 
foldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to be blamed In the commai 
of the fervice; it was a difaller of war that Caef 
himfelf could not have prevented, if he had been the 
to command.. 

Ben Well, we cannot greatly condemn our fuccef 
fome difhonour we had in the lofs of that drum, but 
18 not to be recovered 

Pan It might have been recovered. 
Ber. It might, but it is not now. 
Par. If is to be recover*d ; but that the merit of fc 
vice is feldom attributed to the true and exaA pe 
former, 1 would have that drum or another, or J. 

jacet., , 

Ber. Why, \£ you have a ftomach to*t, Monfieu: 
if you thhik your myftery in ftratagem can bn'ng th 
inftniment of honour again Into his native quarter, 1 
magnanimoas ■ in the enterpvifc, and go on; I will gra( 
the attempt for a worthy exploit : if you fpeed well i 
it, the Duke (hull both fpeak of it, and extend to yo 
what further becomes his greatnefs, even to the utmo: 
fyllable of your worthinefs. 

Par* Ey the hand of a foldier, I will undertake it. 
Ber, But you mull not now flumber in it. 
Par. I'll about it this evening; and I will prefentl 
pen down my dilemmas, encourage myfelf in my cei 
tainty, put myfelf into my mortal preparation; and 
by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber, May t be bold to acquaint his Grace you ar 
gone about it ? 

Par, I know not what the fuccefs will be, my Lord 
but the attempt I vow 

Ber. 1 know th'att valiant; and to the pofiiblllty c 
foldlerfhip, will fubfcribe for thee ; farewell. 

Par» I love noff many words. [^.v/^ 

SCENE XI. 

1 Lord. No more than a fifh loves water. Is no 

this a {irange fellow, my Lo\d, tKat fo confident! 
/ecnis to undatnke tliis bufrntiii*, wkiciiW Vwow^ \^ yv- 
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•to be done; damns hjnnfelf to do it, and dares better b* 
; danm'd than to do*t? 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my Lord, as we do; 
tertain it is, that he will fteal liimfelf into a man's favouri 
and for a week efcape a gvt at deal of difcoveries ; but 
when you find him out, you have him ever sifter. 

^er. Why, do you think he will make no deed at 
all of this, that fo ferioufly he does addrefs himfelf 
unto? 

2 Lord. None in the world, but return with an irt- 
venlion, and clap upon you two or three probable lies: 
but we have almoll embofs'd him, you fliall fee his fall 
tonight; for, indeed, he is not for your Lord(hip*$ 
refpea. 

1 Lord. We'll make you fome fport with the fox, ere 
we cafe him. He was firft mock'd by the old Lord 
Lrfeu; when his difguife and he is parted, tell me what 
a fprat you fhall find him ; which you (hall fee this very 
■aight. 

2 Lord. I muft go aud look ray twigs; he fliall be 
taught. 

&r. Your bl other, he (hall go along with me. 

2 Lord. As't pleafe your Lordfliip. I'fl leave you. 

Sfr, Now will I lead you to tlie houfe, and fhew yoU 
^elafslfpokeof. 

I Lord. But you fay (he's honefl. 

^T. That's all the fault; I fpoke with her but oncef 
And found her wondrous cold; but I fent to her, 
»y this fame coxcomb that we have 4' th' wind, 
j Tokens and letters, which fhe did re-fend j 
^ And this is all I've done: Ihe's a fair creatnre, 
Will you go fee her? 

I Lord. With all my heart, my Lord. [^Exfu:iti. 

SCENE XII. Changes to the Widow's honfi. 

jEhter Helendi and Widow. 

ffd. If you raifdoubt me that I am not (hcj 
f '*^°^^ ^ot how I Aall affure you fuTlW\ 
/: W / /hall lofe the ^ound$ I V^ork upou. 



56 AIX*S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. ASl IlL 

/F/V/. Tho' my eftate be fallen, I was well born, 
Nothing acquainted with thefe biifinefTcs; 
And would not put my rtputation now 
In any ftaining a6^. 

BiL Nor would I wifh you. 
Firft, give me truft, the Count he is my hufhand; . 
And what to your fworn counfel I have fpoken. 
)sfo, from word to word; and then you cannot. 
By the good aid that 1 of you fhall borrow 
Err in beftowing it. 

fVU. I fhould believe you, 
For you have fliew'd me that which well approves, 
Y'are great in fortune. 

IleL Take this purfe of gold, 
• A'hd let me buy yoUr friendly help thus far, 
Wlifoh I will overpay, and pay again 
"WTien 1 have found it. Tlie Count wooes your daughter^ 
J^ays d6\vh his wanton fiege before her beauty, 
Refolves to carry her ; let her confent. 
As we'll dire€b her how *tis beft to bear it. 
Now his important blood will nought deny, 
That fhe*ll demand: a ring the Count does wear, . 
That downward hath fucceeded in his houfe 
From fon to fon, fome four or five defcents. 
Since the firft father wore it. This ring he holds 
In moll rich choice; yet in his idle fire, 
To buy his will, it would not feerti too dear, 
Howe*er repented after. 

H^U. Now I fee the bottom of your purpof(?. 

Hel, You fee it lawful then. It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere fhe feems as won, 
Defires this ring; appoints him an encounter; 
In fine, delivers rae to fill the time, 
Herfelf mod chaftly abfent : after this. 
To marry her, I'll add three thoufand crowns 
To what is paft already. 

IVuL 1 have yielded. 
Inftruft my daughter how (he fhall perfevere, 
I'hat time and place, with this deceit fo lawful, 
May prove coherent. Every night he comt s 
IV/th miific of all forts, and {ongs com^o??^ 
3o her unwortlun^tki it notViuig &caid^ u^ 
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To chide him from our eaves; for he periifts, 
As i£ his life lay on't. 

I/tL Why then, to-night 
X«et us aflay our plot ; ^yhich, if it ipeed> 
Is wicked meaning in a lawful deed ;. 
And lawful meaning in a wicked aft ; 
Where both not fm, and yet a finful fa6l. 
5 lit let's about it r- [^E^eunti, 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Part of the French camp in Florence^ 

J^nter one of the French Lords ^ nvhhfive or fix SolJiers 
in amhvfi^ 

Lord. XJLE can come no other way but by this 
hedge corner ; when you fally upon him, fpeak what terri- 
ble language you will : though you undedland it not your- 
felves, no matter; for we muft not feem to under ftand 
liim, unlefs, fonae one amongft us, whpm we rauft pror 
duc€ for an interpreter. 

Sol, Good Captain, let me be th* interpreter. 

Lordi Art not acquainted with him?, knows he not 
•^iy voice?' 

SoU Np,. Sir, I warrant yoa. 

I40rd, But what linfy-woolfy haft thou to fpeak to us 
again ^ 

SoL Ev'n fuch as you fpeak to me. 

Lord* He muft think us fome band of ftrangers i' th* 
advef farics' entertainment. Now he hath a fmack of all 
neighbouring languages, therefore we muft every one ])e 
a man of his own fancy ; not to know what we fpeak one 
to another, fo we feem to know, is to know ftraight our 
purpofe: chough's Linguage, gabble enough, and good 
enough. As for you, interpreter, you muft feem very 
politic. But couch, hoa ! here he comes to beguile two 
hours in a flecp, and then to return and fwear the lies 
he forges. 

Enter Parolles, 
far. Ten o'clock; within tlufe feed \\o\vcc»^V\N^\i^ 

E 2 vvc^^ 
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time enough to go home. What fhaU 1 fay I have done? 
it muft be a very plaufive invention that carries it. They 
begin to fmoke me, and difgraces have of late knocked 
too often at my door : I find my tongue is too fool-hatr- 
dy ; but my heart hath the fear of Mars before it, and of 
his creatures, not daring the reports of my tongue. 

Lord. This is the firm truth that e'er thine own tongufc 
was guilty of. \_jffide. 

' Par, What the devil fliould move me to undertake th« 
recovery of this drum, being not ignorant of the impoiR- 
bility, and knowing 1 had no fuch purpofc ? I muft ^iv^ 
myfelf fome hurts, and fay, 1 got them in exploit. Yet 
flight ones will not carry it ; they will fay, Came you oflF 
vith fo little ? and great ones I dare not giye ; wherefore 
what's theinftance? Tongue, I muft put you into a but* 
ter-woman's mouth, and buy myfelf another of Bajazet^^ 
mute, if you prattle me into thefe perila^. 

Lord. Is it pofEble he (hould know what h^ is, and b« 
that he is? i^J*^* 

Par. I would the cutting of my garments would left^ 
the turn, or the breaking of my Spanfth fwqf d. 

Lord. We cannot afford you fo. [-4^<^ ' 

Par. Or the baring of my beard, and to fay it was 
ftriatagem. 

Lord, 'Twould not do. [4 

Par. Or to drown ray Ql6the6, and f^y I was ftrip 

Lord. Hardly ferVe. [-4/*«*c^ 

Par. Though I fwore I leap'd from t^e window of thfe 
citadel 

Lord. How deep? \^j^de^ 

Par. Thirty fathotn. 

Lord. Three great oaths would fcarce make that be 
believed. C-^^^* 

Par. I would I bad any dfutn of the enemy's; I 
would fwear I recovered it. 

Lord. You fliall hear one. anon, LAfi^- 

far, A drum now of the enemy's I 

\^ Alarum ivh/jhi^ 

Lord. Throco movoufuSf cargo y cargo ^ cargo. 

All. CargOy cargo^ vUliando par corboy cargo. 

Par. Oh ! ranfom, ranfom: — do not hide mine eyes. 

^Thcyfci%e hlrn^ and blindfold htm. 
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C Inten Bnjkos thromuldo bo/kos. 

" Par, 1 know, yoii are the Mufkjs regiment, 

Alid I (hall lofe my life for want of language. 

If there be here German, or Dane, Low Dutch, 

ftaiuui, or French, let him fpeak to me, 

I*B, difcover that which (liall undo the Florentine. 

^'htier, Bfj/ios vawDncio; 1 underftand thee, and can 

^^ak thy tongue; Kerelybonto^ Sir, betake thee to. 

" ^ l&y faith, for feventeen poniards are at thy bofom. 
Par. Oh! 
♦ "/«/. Oh, pray, pray* pray* 
'Mancba ra^ancha duiche^ 
: . i> 'Lord, Ofceorihi dulchos volivorco. 
t ;. • t '■ £ I/(t, The general is content to fpare thee yetj . 
i^-ifkxidy hoodwmk'd as thou art, will lead thee on 
l^W^g^hcr from thee. Haply thou may*fl inform 
t| Something to fave thy life. 
Par, Oh let me live, 
[-all the fecrets of our camp Pll fhew; 

force, their purpofes : nay, lUl fpeak that_ 
!ch you will wonder at. 

But wilt thou faithfully I 
ir. If I dp.npt, damn mc^..^ 
f, jicordo Hnta, 
jff on, thou .art granted fpace.., [_EictUt 

" I \^AJl3ort alarum within,. 

9rd, Go, tell ,th^ Count Roufillon and my brother, 
:lte caught the woodcock, and will keep him mulHed = 
' ^e do heaj' from tKem.^ 
Captain, 1 v/ill^ 
rJ., He will betray us all upto ourfelves, 
irm *em that* ^ 
So i will, Sir.- 
\r.Lprd, Till then I'll keep him daik and fafcl/ lock'd. 





.^SCENE If. Chan 
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JDia, No, my good Lord, Diana. 

£er. Titled goddefs, 
And worth it with addition ! hut, fair foul, 
In your fine fi*ame hath love no quality ? 
If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 
You are no maiden, but a monument. 
When you are dead, you (hould be fuch a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and ftern ; 
And now you fhould be as your mother was. 
When your fweet felf was got. 

JDia, She then was honefl. 

Ber. So fhould you be. 

Dia. No. 
My mother did but duty : fuch, my Lord, 
As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No mor€ o' that ! 
J pr'y thee do not flrive againil my vows : 
I was compelPd to her; but 1 love thee 
By love's own fweet conflraint, and will for ever 
Do thee all rights of fervice. 
' Dia, Ay, fo you ferve us, 
Till we ferve you: but when you have our rofes. 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourfelves, 
And mock us with our barencfs. 

Ber, How have I fworn ! 

Dia. *Tis not the many oaths that make the truth 
But the plain fingle vow, that is vow'd true; 

What is not holy that we fwear, not 'bides ; 

But take the High'H to witnefs; then, pray tell toe, 
If I fhould fwear by Jove's great attributes 
I lov'd you deaiiy, would you behcve my oaths, 
,When 1 did love you ill? This has no holding, i 

To fwear by him whom I protefl to love. 
That I will work againft him. Therefore your oatl 
Are words, and poor conditions but unfeal'df 
At leaft, in my opinion. 

Ber, Change it, change it : 
Be not fo holy-cruel. Love is holy, 
And my integrity ne'er knew the crafts 
That you do charge men with : fland no more off, 
But give thyfdf unto my fick de^\Tt%> 
Which then recover. Say, them wt Mafc i «si^ t:^' 
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My love, as it bc^ns. fhall fo perfevere. 

Dia, I fee that men make hopes in fuch affairs 
That we'll forfake ourfelves. Give me that ring. 

Ber, 111 lend it thee, my dear, but ha\'e no power 
To give it from me. 

Dia. Will you not, my Lord ? 

Ber. It is an honour 'longing to our houfe, 
Bequeathed down from many anceftors; 
Which were the greatcfl obloquy i' th' world 
In tnc to lofe. 

Dia. Mine honour's fuch a ring ; 
My chaftity's the jewel of our houfe. 
Bequeathed down from many anceftors ; 
Which were the greateft obloquy i* th' world 
In me to lofe. Thus your own proper wifdom 
Brings in the champion honour on my part, 
Againll your vain aflkult. 

Ber. Here, take my ring. 
My houfe, my honour, yea, my hfe, be thitie. 
And I'll be bid by thee. 

Dia. When midnight comes, knock - at my chamber- 
l*!! order take my mother (hall not hear. [window ; 

Toirwtll I charge you in the band of tnith, 
When you have conquer'd my yet maiden-bed. 
'fcmain there- but an -hour, nor fpeak to me. 
My reafons are moft ftrong, and you fhall know them, 
When back again this ring (hall be delivered 5 
"At)d ofn your finger, in the nighty I'll put 
"Another ring, that, what in time proceeds, 
"Tfey token to the future our pail deeds. 
. . Adieu, till then ; then, fail not: you have won 
'A trifc of me, ' tho' there irij hope be done. 

Ber. A h^v'n on eafth I've won by wooing thbc. 

Dia. For "which live long to thank both heav'n and me. 
You may fo in the end. — 
My moAer told me juft how he would woo, 
As if (he fat in's heart ; (he fays, aU men 
Have the like oaths : he had fworn to marry m?^ 
When his wife's dead : therefore I'll lie with Imn 
When Tarn buried. Since Frenchmen a.telo\jnoi^., 
Afcnj 'em tbatwil}, I'd Ik^ and die 2l tiiwAy 
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Only, in this di%uifc, I think't no iin 

To cozen him that would unjulUy win. [£x//. 

SCENE III. Changes to the French camp in Florence, 

Enter the two French Lords y and two or three fohliers, 

1 Lord. You have not giv.en him his mother's letter? 

2 Lord, I have dcliver'd it an hour fuice; there is 
fomething in't that flings his nature ; for, on the reading 
it, he chang'd almoil into another, man.. 

1 Lord, He has much worthy blame laid upon him 
for fhaking off fo good a wife, and fo fwcet a lady. 

2 Lord. Efpecially he hath incurred the everlafting 
difpleafure of the King, who had even tun'd his bounty 
to ling happinefs to him. I will tell you a thing, but 
you fhall let it dwell darkly with you. 

1 Jjord, When you have fpoken it, 'tis dead, and I 
am the grave of it. 

2 Lord, He hath perverted a young gentlewoman here 
in Florence, of a moft chafle renown ; and this night he 
flefhes his will in the fpoil of her honour: he hath given 
her his monumental ring/ and thinks himfelf made in the 
uiichafte cqmpolition. 

1 Lord, Now Goddtlay our rebellion; as we are our-. 
fclvcs, wha 1 1 h in gs are ' w e. ! 

2 Lord, Merely our wvn traitors; and as, in the com- 
mon courfe of all treafons we Hill fee. them reveal them-- 
felves, till they attain to their abh err 'd ends; fo hettat- 
in this adlion contrives againll liis own nobihty, in lii^jjf^ 
per ftream o'erflows himfeif. :^/ " 

1 Lord. Is it not meant. damnable in us to be Oic 
trumpeters of our unlawful intents? we. fhall npt then have. 

,'his company to-night ? 

2 Lord> Not till after midnight; for hcis dieted to his 
hour. 

I Jjord, That; approaches apacci I would |&dly have 

him fee his company anatomized, that he mi^t take a 

meafure of his own judgment, wherein fo curioufly he. 

had fetjtius counterfeit.. 

2 ' Za/y/, We will not r[\cddk y/kK Vvlm \.\Ll Ive come \ for 

Bjs prtfi^nci^ muft be the wlu]^ oK\v^ o\.W* . • 
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I L^, Ih the ttie^A time, what hear you of tbefe 
wars? 

% Lord, I hear there is an orerture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I a&re you a peace concluded.' 

2 Lord. What will Count RoufiUon do then? will he 
travel higher, or return again into France I 

I Lord, I perceive by this demand, you are not alto- 
gedier of his council. 

-Z Lord^ Let it be forbid, Sir! fo fhoiild I be a great 
tfealofhisaa. 

I Lord, Sir, bis wife fome two months fince fled from 
boufe,, her pretence is a pilgrimage to St. Jaques Ic 
TUnd: which holy undertaking, with moft auftefe 
|j^mony, flie accompHftiM 5 and there redding, the 
Mernefs of her nature became as a prey to her grief; 
llite, made a groan of her lait breath, and bow ^e iingt 
ll^ bpven. 

t Lotd. , How is this juftified \ 
rh Lord. The Ilronger part of it by her own letters, 
ilH^h makes her ftory true, even to the point of htr 
her death itfelf (which could not be her office to 
come) was faithfully confirm'd by the reftor of 
:e. 
i^ord. Hath the Count all this intelligence ? 
^Lord, Ay, and the particular confirmations, poi^t 
^point, to the full arming of the verity. 
Lord. I am heartily forry that he'll be glad of this. 
Lord. How mightily fometimes we make us co^- 
if X)ur loffes! 
'd* And how mightily fome other times we drown 
in tears ! the great dignity that his valour hath 
,C<|uired for him, (hall at home be encounter'^ 
% Ihame as ample, 
i Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yam, good 
i ilitbgether; our virtues would be proud, if our feuks 
BppM them not ; and our crirties woidd defpair, if they 
are not jj^^rifh'd by our virtues. 

Enter a Servant, 

l,W now? where'syour mafter? 
^^i$€r* He met the Duke in the ftreet. Sir, of whom, l&a 
1^ , taj^ii a fokmn leave: hi^ LordftvVp V^ tvesx 





f B ^ ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. A 

morning for France. The J)nke hath ofFer'd him 1< 
of commendations to the King. 

2 Lord, They fhall be no more than needful the 
they were more than they can commends 



SCENE IV. Enter Bertram. 

1 Lorti. They cannot be too fweet for the K 
tartnefs. Here's his Lordfhip now. How now, 
Liordy is*t not after midnight? 

Ber. I have to-night difpatch'd fixteen bufinefle 
month's length a-piece, by an abftradl of fucccfs ; I 
. congled with the Duke, done my adieu with his nea 
buried a wife, mourn'd for her ; writ to my lady mc 
I am returning; entertained my convoy: and, bet^ 
thefe main parcels of difpatch, effefted many nicer ne 
the lall was the greateft, but that I have not ended yc 

2 Lord. If the bufinefs be of any difficulty, and 
morning your departure hence, it requires hafte to 
Lordfhip. 

Ber. I mean, the bufmcfs is not ended, as fearin 
hear of it hereafter. But ihall we have this dial< 
between 'the fool and the foldier? Come, bring \ 
this counterfeit medal : h'as deceiv'd me, like a dc 
meaning prophefier. 

2 Lord, Bring him forth ; h'as fat In the Hock 
night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber, No matter; his heels have deferv'd it, in uj 
ing his fpursfo long. How does he carry himfelf? 

1 Lord. I have told your worfhip^ already : the ft 
carry him. But to anfwer you as you would be ui 
ftood', he weeps like a wench that had fhed her milk 
hath confefs'd himfelf to Morgan, whom he fuppofc 
be a friar, from the time of hi§ remembrance, to this 
inftant difaller of his fetting i' th* ftocks; and w 
think you, he. hath confefs'd? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Lord. His confeflion Is taken, and it fliall be ra 
his face: if your Lordihip be in't, as I believe you 
^ou Diuft have the patience to liear it.. 
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SCENE V. 

Enter Parolles, wilh his Interprettr, 

Ser, A plague upon him, muffled ! he can fay nothing^ 
of me; hufh! hufh! 

1 Lor J. Hoodman comes : Portotartarojfa. 
Int, He calls for the tortures ; what will you fay with- 
out 'em ? 

Par, I will confefs what I know without conftiaint f 
if ye pinch me like a pafty, I can fay no more. 
InU Bq/ko chlmurcho, 

2 Lord, Blhlihindo chicurmurco. 
Int. You are a merciful General: our General bids you 

anfwcrto what I fhall alk you out of a note. 

Ptir^ And truly, as 1 hope to live. 

/«/. Firft demand of him how many horfe the Duke is 
ftrong. What fay you to that? 

Par, Five or fix thoufand, but very weak and unftr- 
Ticcable. The troops are all fcatter'd, and the com- 
JWBiders very poor rogues, upon my reputation and credit, 
wd as I hope to live. 

Int, Shall I fet down your anfwer fo ? 

Par, Do; 1*11 take the facrament on*t, how and 
wUch way you will: all's one to me. 

Ber, Wliat a paft-faving Have is this ! 

I Lord, Y'are deceived, my Lord ; this is Monfieur 
hvofles, the gallant militarift, that was his own phrafe, 
tbat had the whole theory of war in the knot of his fcarf, 
*;. ttd the praftice in the chape of his dagger. 
i; 2 Lord. I will never truft a man again for keeping his 
•word clean ; nor believe he can have every thing in him, 
ty wearing his apparel neatly. 

Int, Well, that's fet down. 

Par, Five or fix thoufand horfe I faid (T will fay true) 

thereabouts^ fet down, for I'll fpeak truth. 

1 Lord. He's very near the truth in this. 

Ber, But 1 con him no thanks for't in the nature he de- 
?^ers it. 

Par. Poor rogues ^ I pray you, fay. 
'f ^. WqU, that's fet down. 
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Pan I humbly tliank you, Sir: a truth's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

InL Demand of him of what ftrength they are afoot. 
What fay you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, Sir, if I were to live this prcfent 
hour, I will tell tme. Let me fee ; Spurio a hundred 
and fifty, Sebaftian fo many, Corambus fo maay, 
Jaques fo many ; Guiltian, Cofmo, Lodowick^ and Gra- 
til, two hundred and fifty each; mine own cpmpany, 
Cliitopher, Vaumond, Bentii, two hundred ' and fifty 
each : fo that the mufter-file, rotten and found, upon 
my life, amounts not to fifteen thoufand poll; half of 
the which dare not (hake the fnow from off their caf- 
focks, led they fhake thcmfclves to pieces. 

Ben What fhall be done to him ? 

I Lord. Nothing; but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what credit 1 have 
with the Duke. 

Int. Well, that's fet down. You fhall demand of 
him, whether one Captain Dumain be i' th' camp, a 
Frenchman: what his reputation is with the Duke, 
what his valour, honefty, and expertnefs in war; or 
whether he thinks it were not poflible with well weigh- 
ing fums of gold to corrupt him to a revolt. What fay 
you to this ? what £o you know <xf it ? 

Pan I befeech you, let me anfwer to the particular of 
the interrogatories. Demand them fingly. 

Int. Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him; he was a brother's prentice in 
Paris, from whence he was whipp'd for getting- the flie- ■ 
riff's fool with child ; a dumb innocent, that CQt^ 
not fay liim nay. 

Ben Nay, hy your leave, hold your hands ; thou^' 
I know his brains are forfeit to the next tile that falls. 

/«/. Well, is tliis Captain in the Duke of Plorence'd \ 
camp > 

Pan Upon my knowledge he is, and lowfy. j 

I Lord. Nay, look not fo upon me, we (hall licar 
of your Lordfhip auon. 

Int. What is his reputation with the Duke ? 
/^an Tlfe Duke knows him for w^ii cit\\tt but a ^oor 
o£Sccr ofminc'f and writ to mc Oat oi^ti darj^ Vq xsjxyl 
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him out o* th' band. I think I have his letter in my 
pocket. 

Int, Marry, we'll fearch. 

Par, In good fadnefs, I do not know; cither it is 
there, or it is upon the file with the Duke's other letters 
in my tent. 

/«/. Here 'tis, here's a paper, fliall I read it to you ? 

Par. I do not know if it be it or. no. 

Ber. Owx interpreter does it well. 

I Lord. Excellently. 

InU Dtan^ the Count's afool^ and full of gold. 

Par. That is not the Duke's letter, Sir; that is an 
advertifement to a proper maid in Florence, one Diana, 
to take heed of the allurement of one Count RoufiUon, a 
foolifh idle boy; but for all that very ruttifh. I pray 
you. Sir* put it up again. 

Jni. Nay, I'll read it firft, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in't, I proteft, was very honeft in 
the behalf of the maid ; for I knew the young Count to 
be a dangerous and lafcivious boy, who is a whale to vir- 
^nity, and devours up all the fry it finds. 

Ber.^ Damnable ! both fides rogue. 



Interpreter reads the letter. 

fVhen hefwears oathsy bid htm drop gold^ and take it. 
After hefcoresy he never pays the f core: 

H^won^ is match well made; match ^ and well make it: 
•;^ tie n^er pays after dehts^ take it before. 
/; JMfc^y afoldier (Dian) told thee this: 
r. Men are to mell withy boys are not to kifs. 

FoTi count of this y the Count's a fool j I know it; 

Who pays before^ but not when be does owe it. 

Thincy as he vow'd to thee in thine ear^ 

Parollss, 

Ber. He fhall be whipp'd through the army with this 
^"l^yme in his forehead. 

■2 Lon/. This 13 your devoted frleud, S\t\ \ivt t^w- 
fifldlwgum, and the armfpotent foldkx. 
^ Vol. III. '' p ^ ^^^^ 
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Ben I could endure any thing' before but a cat, and 
now he's a cat to me. 

Int, I perceive, Sir, by the General's looks, we fhall 
he fain to* hang you. 

Par. My liftf, Sir, in any cafe ; not that I am afraid 
to die, but that my offences being many, I would repent 
out the remainder of nature. Let me live, Sir, in a dun- 
geon, i* th' flocks, any where, fo i may IK'e. 

Int. We'll fee what may be done, fo you confcfs free- 
ly; therefore, once more, to this Captain Dumain: you 
have anfwer'd to his reputation with the Duke, and to 
his valour. What is his honelly ? 

Par. He will fteal, Sir, an tgg out of a cloifter ; for 
rapes and ravifhments he parallels Neffus. He profeffes 
no keeping of oaths; in breaking them he is ftronger 
than Hercules He will lie, Sir, with fuch volubility^ 
that you would think Truth were a fool: drunkennefs 
is his befc virtue, for \vi will be fwine-dmnk ; and in his 
deep he does little hann, fave to his bed-clothes about 
him ; but they know his conditions, and lay him in ftraw. 
I have but little more to fay. Sir, of hii honefty; he has 
every thing that an honeil man (lioiild not have; what 
an honeil man fliould have, he has nothing. 

I LorJ I begin to love him for this. 

Ber, For this defcnption of thine honefty ? a pox up-. 
on him for ipe, he is more and more a cat. 

Int, What fay you to his expertncfs in war? 

Par, 'Faith, Sir, h'as led the drum before the Englifli- 
tragedians: to beliL- him, I will not; and more of liis 
foldierfhip 1 know not; except in that country he had 
the honour to be the officer at a place there called Milc' 
end, to inftruCl for the doubling of files. 1 would_ do the 
man what honour I can, but of this I am not certain. 

I Lord He hath out-vHtoin'd viliany fo far, that the 
rarity redeems him. 

Ber, A pox on him^ he's a cat ftill. 

Inf. His qualities being at this poor price, I need not 
to aflc you if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Par. Sir, for a quart-d'ecu, he will fell the fee-fimpic 

of Ill's falvation, the inh»'vit?.vice of it, and cut th' entafl 

fronj all ieniainders, and a p^rpetu^ ^Mecv:^\oi^ ^^^ vv ^v^c- 
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Int. What's his hrother, tlie other Captuiu Duinaiu^ 

2 Lard, Why does he aJk him of nic \ 

Int. Wharshe? 

Par. E*en a crow o' th' fnme neil; not altogether fo 
great as the lirfl: in goodncfs, bwt greater a great deal in 
<:vil. He excels his brother for a coward, yet his brother 
is reputed oiu: of tlve bed that is. In a retreat he out- 
luns any lacquey; marry, in coming on lie has the cramp. 

/«/. If your life be faved, will you unJ^-rtakc to be- 
tray the I'lorentlnef 

Par^ Ay, and the Captain of liis Horfe, Count Rou 
iillon. 

Int. ril whifper with the General, and kuow hie plea- 
fure. 

Par, I *11 no more drumming, a plague of all drum* \ 
Only to feeni to defer ve well, and to beguile the fuppx>- 
ikion of that lafcivious young boy the Count, have I 
run into danger; yet who would have fufpc6led an am- 
ku(h where I was taken ? \^Afide, 

Int. There is no remedy, Sir, but you mull die; the 
General fays, yoa that have fo traiterouily difcovered 
the fecrcts of your army, and made fuch peftiferous re- 
ports of men veiy nobly htld, can ferve the world for no 
Loned ufe; therefore you muft die. Come, headfman, 
off with his head. 

Par, O Lord, Sir, let mc live, or let mc fee my destlu 

Int. That Ihall you^ and take your Icare of all youf 
friends. [ Unbinding him* 

So, look about you ; know you any here ? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble Captain. 

2 Lord. God blefs you, Captain Parollcs. 

1 Lord. God fave }-ou, noble Captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting will you to my Lord 
Lafeu ? I am for France. 

I Lord, Good Captain, will ^lou give me a copy of 
that fame fonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
Count Roufilloji ? if I were not a vtr}- cowurd, I'd compel 
it of you : but fare you well. [^£xeun\ 

Int. You are undone, Captain, all but your fcarf 5 that 
has a knot on't yet, 

/^ar. Who ciinnoi be cnifli'd with a ifVoX.^. 
y^'f' Tfyuii could iiudout a country wWYcWX-vioxsvexv 
F 2 v»w^ 
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were that had rcceiv'd fo much fhame, you might begin 
an impudent nation. Fare you Well, Sir; 1 am for 
France too, we fhdl fpeak of you there. £Ex'a» 

SCENE VI. 

Par, Yet am I thankful : if my heart were great, 
'Twould burft at this. Captain, 1*11 be no more ; 
But I will eat and dnnk, and fleep as foft 
As Captain fhall. Simply the thing 1 am 
Shall make me live : who knows himfelf a braggart. 
Let him lear this ; for it will come to pafs. 
That every braggart fhall be found an afs. 
Ruft, fword! cool, blufhes! and, Parolles, live 
Safeft in fhame ! being fool'd, by fool'ry thrive; 
There's place and means for every man alive. 
1*11 after them. lExit. 



} 



SCENE VII. 

Changes to the tvidow^s houfe at Florence, 

Enter Helena^ Widow^ and Diana, 

HeU That you may well perceive I have not wrong*d 
One of the greateft in the Chriilian world [yo^> 

Shall be my furety ; 'fore whofe throne 'tis needful, 
Ere I can perfeA mine intents, to kneel. 
Time was I did him a defired office 
Dear almoft as his life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar's bofom would peep forth. 
And anfwer thanks. I duly am inform'd. 
His Grace is at Marfeilles, to which place 
We have convem'ent convoy! you mull know, 
1 am fuppofed dead; the army breaking. 
My hufband hies him Rome ; where, Heaven aiding. 
And by the leave of my good Lord the King, 
We'll be before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle Madam, 
You never Irad a fervant, to whofe truft 
Your buGnefa was more welcome. 
J^eA Nor yon, Miftrefs, 



Y*N«X 
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Ever a friend, whofe thoughts more truly labour 
To recompenfe your love : doubt not, but Heav'ii 
Hath brought me up to your dauffhter^s dower. 
As It hath fated her to be my motive *, 
And helper to a hufband. But, O ftrange men ! 
That can fuch fweet uffe make of what they hate^ 
When Fancy, truftingofthe cozen'd thoughts, 
Deiiles the pitchy night ; fo luft doth play 
With what it loaths, for that which is away. 
But more of this hereafter. You, Diana, 
( Under my poor inftrudlions,) yet muft fuffcr 
Something in my behalf. 

Dia, Let death and honefty 
Go with your impofitions, I am youifs 
Upon your will to fuffer, 

HeL Yet I pray you: 
But with the v?Drd the time will bring on fummer. 
When briars fliall have leaves as well as thorns. 
And be as fweet as fliarp : we muft away. 
Our waggon is prepar'd, and timl: revives us ; 
AWs well that ends well; ftill the fine's the crown ; 
Whate'er the courfe, the end is the renown. {^Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. Changes to Ronfillon in France. 

Enter Cc untcfsy LafeUy and Clown! 

Laf. No, noj no ; your fon was mifled with a fnip'l- 
taffata fellow tliere, whofe villanous faffron would have 
made all the unbak'd and doughy youth of a nation in hi» 
colour f . Your daughter-in-law had been alive at thi% 
kour ; and your fon here at home, more advantaged by 
the King, than by that red-tail'd humble-bee I fpeak of. 

Count, I would I had not known him ! It was the death 
of the moft virtuous gentlewoman tliat ever nature had^ 
praife for creating; if Ihe had partaken of my fle/h, and 
►ft me the deareft groans of a m.othtr, I could not have 
red her a nwre rooted love. 

F 3 Laf. 

* Motive ior aftji ant, 

f Alluding to twofaMons then in vogue ; one ol u^vft^ ^t)\a7i 

^f* for their ruSs and bands, the other oi coVouim^.\|^VU NiSsX^ 



66 ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. A& IV. 

La/. *Twa8 a good lady, 'twas a good lady. We 
may pick a thoufand fallcts ere we light oii fuch another 
herb. 

CIo, Indeed, Sir, fhe was the fwcet' marjoram of the 
faUet, or rather the herb of grace. 

Zfl/1 They are not fallet-herbs, you knave, they are 
nofe-herbs. 

Ch. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, Sir; I have not 
much {kill in grafs. 

Lqf. Whether dofl; thou profcfs thyfelf a knave or a 
fool? 

CIo. A fool, Sir, at a woman's fervice; and a knave^ at 
a man's* 

Laf, Your diftin Aion ? 

CIo. I would cozen the man of his w^ife, and do hk fer* 
vice. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his fervice, indeed. 

CIo. And I would give his wife my folly, Sir, to do her 
fervice. 

Laf, I will fubfcribe for thee, thou art both knave and 
fool. 

CIo. At your fervic«. 

Laf, No, no, no. 

CIo. Why, Sir, if I cannot ferve yon, I can ferveas 
great a prince as you are. 

Laf. Who's that, a Frenchman ? 

CIo, *Faith^ Sir, he has an Englifh name ; but his phi& 
nomy is m.ore honoured in France than there*. 

Laf. What prince is that ? 

CIo. The black prince, Sir, alias the prince of darknefe^ 
alias the devil. 

Laf Hold thee, there's my purfe ; I give thee not 
this to feduce thee from thy mailer thou talk 'ft of, ferve 
him ftill. 

CIo, I'm a woodland fellow, Sir, that always lov'd a 

freat fire, and the matter I fpeak of ever keeps a good 
re; but, fure, he is the prince of the world, let hit 
nobility remain in's court. I am for the houfe with thc;^ 
narrow gate, which I take to be too little for pomp to 
enter: fume, that humble themfelves, may; but ffkc 

m*|ftr 

/ JUIttding to the darker cctnjUxwM ol Cki.t ^twtV, 
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many will be too chill and tender, and they'll b<|for the 
flow'iy way that leads to the broad gate, and tne great 
fire. 

La/, Go thy ways, I begin to be a-weary of thee* 
and I tell thee fo before, becaufe I would not fall out 
with thee. Go thy ways, let my horfes be well looked 
to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon 'em, they fhall be jades* 
tricks, which are their own right by the law of nature. 

jLa/l A fhrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count, So he is. My Lord, that's gone, made him* 
felf much fport out of him ; by his authority he remains 
here, which he thinks is a patent for his faucinefsj and 
indeed he has no pace, but runs where he will. 

Laf. I like him well, 'tis not amifs ; and I was about 
to teU you, fince I heard of the good lady's death, and 
that my Lord your fon was upon his return home, I 
moved the King my mafter to fpeak in the behalf of my 
daughter ; which, in the minority of them both, his Ma- 
je&y, out of a felf-gracious remembrance, did firfl pro- 
pofc. His Highnefs hath promifed me to do it; and to 
ftop up the difpleafure he hath conceived againft your fon, 
there is no fitter matter. How do's your Ladyfhip like 
it? 

Count, With very much content, my Lord, and I wifh 
It happily effefted. 

Laf, His Highnefs comes pofl from Marfeilles, of as 
able a body as when he numbei 'd thirty ; he will be here 
to-monow, or I am deceived by him that in fuch intelli- 
gence hath feldom fail'd. 

Count, It rejoices me, that hope^ tl\at I fliall fee him 
ere I die. I have letteraj that my fon will be here to- 
night: 1 fhall bcfeech your Lordfhip to remain with me 
till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking with what manners I 
might fafely be admitted. 

Count, You need but plead your honourable privi- 
SJ«ge. 

Ifc Laf, Lady, of that I have made a bold charter; but 
Fjj'-J thank my God it holds yet. 



£«tML 
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Enter CIown% 

CIo, O Madam! yonder's my Lord, your fon, wil 
patch of velvet on's face ; whether there be a fear 
der it, or no, the velvet knows, but 'tis a goodly patcl 
velvet J his left cheek is a cheek of two pile and a h 
but his right cheek is worn bare. 

Count. A fear nobly got, or a noble fear, is a g 
livery of honour. So bdSke is that. 

67(9. But it is your carbon ado 'd face *. 

La/. Let us go fee your fon, I pray you : I long 
talk with the young noble foldier. 

CIo. 'Faith, there's a dozen of 'em with delicate ] 
hats and moft courteous feathers, which bow the he 
and nod at every man. [^Exet 

ACT V. SCENE L 

The Court of France, at Marftllles. 

Enter Helena^ Wldoiv^ and Diana, wilh two aitendanti 

Heh XJUT this exceeding polling day and night 
Mull wear your fpirits low; we cannot help it. 
But fince you've made the days and nights as one. 
To v/ear your gentle limbs in my afiairs ; 
Be boldj you do fo grow in my requital, 
As nothing can unroot you. In happy time;— 

Enter a Gentleman. 

This man may help me to his Majefty's ear. 

If he would fpend his power. God fave you, Sir. 

Gent. And you. 

HeL Sir, 1 have feen you in the court of France. 

Gent. 1 have been foijnetimes there. 

HeL I do prefumc, Sir, that you are not fallen 
IV^m the report that goes upon your goodnefs ; 
And therefore, goaded with moft (harp occafions 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 

T 

• Tbejoke^nch as it is, confiftft in t\ve ^Wu^oxv lo ^ ^^i^i 
made with a carabine; arms which HcntY W .\v2l^ tcv^^t l^xs 
hf^brkiging into nfe amonga hia horCc. Mr, VIwWi\.vmx. 
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The ufe of your own virtues, for the which 
I (hall continue thankful. 
Gent. What's your will ? 
HeL That it will pleafe you 
To give this poor petition to the King ; 
And aid me with that (lore of power you have, 
To come into his prefence. 
Geni. The King's not here. 
IleL Nat here, Sir? 
Gent, Not, indeed. 
He hence remov'd laft night, and with more haftc 
Than is his ufe. 
*Wul, Lord, how we lofe our pains! 
HeL ylWs well that ends *weU yet, 
Tho' time feem fo adverfc, and means unfit. 
1 do befeech you, whither is he gone ? 
« Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Roufillon, 
Whither I'm going. 

HeL I befeech you, Sir, 
Snce you are hke to fee the King before me,. 
Commend this paper to his gracious hand; 
^Wiich, I prefume, (hall render you no blame. 
But rather make you thank your pains for it. 
I win come after you with what good fpeed 
Our means will make us means. 
, • Gtnt. This I'll do for you. 

|| HeL And you (hall find yourfelf to be well thank'd, 
:; Wliate'er falls more. We muil to horfe again. 
t Go, go, provide. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE II. Changes to RouftUon. 

Enter Clown and ParoUes. 

Par. Good Mr. Levatch, give my Lord Lafeu this 

; I have ere now, Sir, been better known to you, 

1 have held familiarity with frcfher clothes; but I 

» now. Sir, muddied in Fortune's moat, and fmell fome- 

*t ftrong of her ftrong difpleafure. 

ifiio. Truly, Fortune's difpleafure is but fluttifh, if it 

' I fo ftrongly as thou fptak'ft of: X will henceforth 

\no £{h of Fortune's butt'ring. PT'yl\i^t>4JStfrw \Jkv^ 

Par. 



{• AhVS WELL THAT ENDS WELL. AA V. 

Par. Nay, you need not to ftop youjr nofe, Sir; I fyakt 
but by a ir.etaphor. 

C/o. Indeed, Sir, if your metaphor flink, I will ftop 
my nofe againll any man's metaphor. Pr'ythee, ^et 
thee further. 

Par, Pray you, Sir, deliver me this paper. 

C/o. Foh! pr'ythee, ftand away; a paper from For- 
tune's clofe-ftool, to give to a nobleman ! look, her^ he 
comes liimfelf. 

Enter Lafeu, 

Here is a pur of Fortune's, Sir, or Fortune^s cat, (Jbut 
not a mufK-cat,) that hath fall'n into the unclean fi(h- 
pond of her difpleafurc, and, as he fays, is muddied ivith^ 
aL Pray you, Sir, ufe the carp as you may; for he 
looks h'ke a poOr, decayed, ingenious, fooMih, rdfoiJlf 
knave. 1 do pity hb c^ftrefs ia my fimilics of com&r^ • 
and leave him to your Lord(hip. 

Par. My Lord, I am a man whom Fortune hatfc tm- 
clly fcratch'd. 

Laf, And what would you have me to do! 'tw tod 
late to pare her n^ils now. Wliereiii have you pldfH 
the knave with Fortune, that (lie fhould fcratch you, whi 
of herfclf is a good lady, and would not have knaivefr 
thrive long under her? there's a guart-d'ecu for yon? kt 
the ju dices make you and Fortune friends; 1. am for 
othor buiinefs* j 

Par. I befeech your Honour to hear me one fiagk i 
word. tjl 

Laf. You beg a Tingle penny more : come, you fhaO | 
ha't, fave your word. 

Par. My name, my good Lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word then. Cox' mydl 
paflion! give nrte your hand: how does your drum? f? 

Par. O my good Lord, you were the firfl: that fbmil..^ 
me. . '.J 

Laf Was I, in footh ? and I waa the firft that kft.' 
thee. 

Par. It lies in you, my Lord, to bring me in fdinc 
grace, tor you did bring me out. 
Laf. Qui upon thee, ki\'a\t\ CLo^\Jcvow^w\.>r^c^t*^ 
at Oiwc both thv^ ofUce o£ God ia.\\d \X\c <lc<V, ow^ Xjawasg 
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thee iii grace, and the other bringa thee out. \_Souhd 
trumpets^ The King's coming, I knmv, by his trum- 
pets. Sirrah, inquire further after me, I had talk of you 
laft night ; tho' you are a fool and a knave, you fhall eat ; 
go to, follow. . 

Par, 1 praife God for you. [^Exeunt. 

5CENE ri. 

Flourl/b. Enter ICmgy Countefty Lafetty th: tnvo French 
Lordsy with attendants, 

Kin^. We loft a jewel of her, our efteem * 
Was made much poorer by it ; but your fon, 
As mad in folly, lack'd the fenfe to know 
Her cftimation home. 

Count. 'Tis paft, my Liege ; 
And I befcech your Majefly to make it 
Natural rebelh'on, done i* th* blaze of youtli, 
When oil and fire, too ftrong for reofon's force, 
0*-erbears it, and burns on. 

King, My honour'd liady, 
1 lave forgiven and forgotten all 5 
Tho* my revenges were high bent upon him, 
And watch'd the time to (hoot. 

Laf, This I muft fay. 
But firft I beg my pardon ; the young Lord 
L Did to his Majelty, his mother, and his lady, 
I- Offence of mighty note ; but to hinifelf 
The greateft wmng of all. He loft a wife. 
Whofe beauty did aftonifh the furvey 
'^f richcft eyts ; whofe words all ears took captive , 
Whofe dear perfedlions, hearts that fcom'd to ferve. 
Humbly call'd Miftrefs. 

King, Prailing what is loft. 
Makes the remembrance dear. Well— —call him 

hither; 
We're reconciled, and the firft view (hall kiU 
AH repetition : Jet him not alk our pardon. 
The nature of his great ofTence Is dead, 
■And deeper than obli\ion we do bury 

^V \\v 

4fr^m is here ufel for eftzmatiQn, in tVit Icnle ol -ujoTln, t^^U^ 
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Th' incenfmg relics of it. Let him approach^ 
A ftranger, no offender; and inform him, 
So 'tis our will he fhould. . 

Gent. I fhall, my Liege. [^Exit, 

King, What fays he to your daughter ! Have you 
fpoke ? 

Laf. All that he is, hath reference to your Highnds. 

King. Then (hall we have a match. I have lettcn 
fent me, 
That fet him high in fame. 

SCENE IV. EnUr Bertram. 

Laf. He looks well on't. 

King. Vm not a day of feafon, 
For thou may* It fee a fun-fhine and a hail 
In me at once : but to the brighteft beams 
Diftradled clouds give way ; fo ftand thou forth, 
The time is fair again. 

Ber. My high-repented blames. 
Dear Sovereign, pardon to me. 

Ksng. All 13 whole, 
Not one word mort of the confumed time, 
Let*8 take the inftant by the forward top; 
For we are old, and on our quick* ft decrees 
Th' inaudible and noifelefs foot of tiine 
Steals, ere we can effcdl them. You remember 
The daughter of this Lord? 
. Ber. Admiringly, my Liege. At firft 
I ftuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durft make too bold a herald of my tongue : 
Where the imprcflion of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his fcornful perfpe6live did lend me. 
Which warp'd the line of every other favour ; 
Scorch'd a fair colour, or exprefs'd it ftol'n ; 
Extended or contracted all proportions 
To a moft hideous object : thence it came. 
That (he whom all me.* p.-ais'd, and whom myfelf. 
Since I have loft, have luy'd, was in mine eye 
The duft that did offtnd it. 

Ki/J^. Well excus'd: 
That thou doft love her, ftnkes (oiwti koxt% -aw vj 
From the great 'compt; but\ove\V\^\.eomt%x.Qvi\^v<i'» 



Sc.4. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 73 

Like a remorfeful pardon flowly carried, 
To the great fender turn^ a four ofFenGe, 
Crying, that's good that's gone : our rafli faults 
Make tnyial price of fcrious * things we have, 
Not knowing them until we know their grave. 
Oft our difplcafures, to ourfelvcs unjuft, 
Deftroy our friends, and, after, weep their duft ; 
Our own love waking cries to fee what's done. 
While (hameful hate fleeps out the afternoon. . 
Be this fweet Helen's knell; and now forget her^ 
Send forth yoiu* amorous token for fair Maudlin, 
The main confents are had, and here we'll ftay 
To fee our widower's fecond marriage-day : 

Count. Which better than the firft, O dear Heaven bkfs, 
Or, ere they meet, in me, O Nature, ceafe ! 

Laf. Come on, my fon, in whom my houfe's name 
Muft be digeftcd : give a favour from you 
To fparkle in the fpirits of my daughter, 
That (he may quickly come. By my old beard, 

V Bertram jive^ a rw^. 
And every hair that's on't, Helen, that's detfC 
Was a fweet creature : fuch a ring as ti&^ 
The laft time e'er (he took her leave at court, 
I faw upon her finger. 

jBer. Hers it was not. 

King. Now, pray you, let me fee it: for mine eye, 
.While 1 was fpeaking, oft was ^ilen'd to't. 
This ring was mine; and, when I gave it Helen, 
I bade her, if her fortunes ever ftood 
Nceeffitled to help, that by this token 
I would relieve her. Had you that craft to reave her 
Of what (hould Head her moft? 

^er. My. gracious Sovereign, 
Howe'er it pleafes you to take it fo, 
The ring was never hers. 

Count. Son, oil my life, 
l*ve feen her wear it, and (he reckon'd it 
Id her life's rate. 

Z/fl/1 I'm fure I faw her wear it. 

£er. You ate deceived, my Lord, flte neter faw it. 
{n Florence was it from a cafement thtwm ta^> 
. Vol. hi. G ^t^^'^^^ 

• Valuable. 
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WrappM in a paper, which contained the name 
Of her that threw it. Noble fhe was, and thought 
I ftood engag'd ; but when I had fubfcrib'd 
To mine own fortune, and informed her fully,^ 
I could not ai^wer in that courfe of honour 
As fhe had made the overture, fhe ceas'd 
In heavy fatisfadlion, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King, Plutus himfelf, 
That knows the tin£i and multiplyiiig medicine, 
Hath not in nature's myftery more fcienee, 
Than L have in this ring. 'Twas mine, 'twas Helen' 
Whoever gave it you : then if you know. 
That you are wefi acquainted with yourfelf, 
Confefs 'twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it from her. She call'd the faints to furety 
That fhe would never put it from her finger, 
Unlefs fhe gave it to yourfelf in bed, 
(Where you have never come,) or fent it us 
Upon her great difaiUr. 

Ber, She never faw it. 

King. Thou fpeak'fl it falfely, as I love mine bono 
And mak'fl coiije(St^ral fears to come into me. 
Which I would fain fhut out. If it fhould prove 
That thou art fo inhuman — 'twill not prove fo — 
Andyet I kfiow not— thou didfl hate her deadly, 
AAd fhe is dead ; which nothing, but to clofe 
Her eyes myfelf, could win me to believe. 
More than to fee this ring. Take him away. 

* \_Guiirds felze Beri 

My forepaft proofs, however the matter fall, 
^hall tax my fears of little .vanity, 
JHaving vainly fear'd too little. Away with him, 
We'll fift this matter further. 

Ber. If you fliall prove 
This ring was ever hers, you fhall as eafy 
Prove that I hufbandcd her bed in Florence, 
Where yet fhe never was. \_Exlt Bertram gtm 

SCENE V. Enter a gentleman, 
f^ing, I'm jyrapp'd in difmal thinkings,. 
' pjenf> GraciQus Sovereign, 
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Whether I've been to bl^e or no, 1 know not : 
Here's a petition .from a Florentine, 
Who hath Tome four or five reAioves' come flioit 
To tender k herfelf. I undertook it, 
Vanquifh'd thereto by the fait grace and fpeech 
Of the poor fuppKant, who by this, I know, 
Is here attending: her bufinefs looks in her 
With an importing vifage ; and (he told me. 
In a fweet verbal brief, it did concern- 
Your Highnefs with herfelf,' 

The King ^eaJs a Utter. ^ 

Upon his rhdny prote^ations to matry mgy when his wife 
tvas deady I bltt/h to fay it^ he won me. Now is the Count 
HottfiUen a widower^ hir voWs are forfeited to wtf , and my 
honour* s paid to him. He fiole from Florence^ taking no 
iea'oej and I follow him to this country for juflice : grant it 
me J O Kingi in you it hejl Res ; otherwife a feducer jLourifhes^ 
and a poor maid is undone, 

Diana CAPULEt. 

Jdaf I will buy me a fon-in-law in a fair, knd toll for 
^m: for this, I'll none of him. 

King. The Jjieavens have thought well on thee, Lafeu, 
To bring forth this difcov'ry. Seek thefe fuitors : 
Go fpeedily, and bring again the Count. 

Etiter Bertram, 

I am afraid the life of Helen (Lady} 
Was foully fnatch'd. 

Count. Now juftice on the doers !" 

King, 1 wonder, Sir, wives are fo monftrolis to you. 
And that you fly them as you fwear to them ; 
Vet you delire to wed. What woman's that ? 

Enter Widowy and Diana^ 

Dia, 1 am, my I^ord, a wretched Florentine,^ 
^Derived from the ancient C^pulet; 
B€jr fuit, as I do underftand, you know, 
pind therefore know how far 1 may be pitied. 
■ "1 0id, 1 am her mother. Sir, whofe age and honotil* 
*" fuffer under this complaint we bring, 
(both IhaUceafe without youF remedy. 
r^' G 2 King. 
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King. Come hither, Count P do you know thefc women? 
Ben My Lord, I neither can nor will deny 
But that I know them ; do they charge me further ? 
Dta. Why do you look fo ftrange upon your wife ? 
Ben She's none of mine, my Lord. 
Dia. If you ihall marry. 
You give away this hand, and that is mine; , 

You give away heav'n'a vowa, and thofe are mine; 
You give away myijelf, which is known mine ; 
For I by vow am fo embodied yours, 
That (he which mames you, muft marry me, 
Either both or none. 

Lqf. Your reputation comes too fhort for tnj daugh- 
ter, you ane no hufband for her. [To Bertram* 

Ber, My Lord, this is a fond and defp*rate creature, 
Whom, fometime I have laugh'd with : let yow Highneia 
Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour^ 
Than for to think that 1 would fink it here. 

King, Sir, for my thoughts, you. haw them ill to freiod^ 
Till your defiiagain them: fairer prove your honour, 
Than in my thought it lies ! 

Dia, Good my Lord, 
Aik him upon his oath, if he does thiuk 
He liad not my virginity. 

King. Wliat fay'ft thou to her ? 
Ber. She's impudent, my Lord; 
And was a common ganaeller to the camp. 

Dla. He does me wrong, my Lord; i£ I were fo^ 
Pie might have bought me at a common pace. 
Do not believe him. O, behold this ring, 
Whofe high refpeft and rich validity 
Did lack a parallel: yet R)r all that. 
He gave it to a commoner o' th' camp. 
If 1 be one. 

Count. He blufhes, and 'tis his ; 
Of fix preceding anceftors, that gem 
Conferred by tellament to th' fcquent ifiiie. 
Hath it been ow'd and worn. , This is his wife. 
That ring's a thoufand proofs. 
King. Methought you faid 
you fawone here in court co\i\d v;\ltveCs It. 
J?/a. I did, my Lord, but \o3i\\\ ^mvc» v^o^>wift 
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So bad an inftrument ; his name's Parolles. 
Laf, I faw the man to-day, if man he be. 
King, Find him, and bring him hither. 
Ber. What of him? 
He's quoted for a moft perfidious flave. 
With all the fpots o' th* world tax'd and debofh'd, 
Which nature fickens with : but to fpeak truth, 
Am I or that or this, for what he'll utter. 
That will fpeak anything? 

King, She hath that ring of yours* 
Ber, I think (he has; certain it is I lik'd her,: 
And boarded her i' th' wanton way of youth. 
She knew her diftance, and did angle for me,. 
Madding my eagemefs with her reflraint 5. 
As all impediments in fancy's courfe 
Are motives of more fancy: and, in fine. 
Her infuit coming with her modern grace,. 
Subdu'd me to her rate : fhe got the ring ;. 
And I had that, which any inferior might 
At market-price have bougltt. 

D'la, I muft be patient : 
You that turn'd off a firft fo noble wife. 
May juftly di e^jn e *• I pray you yet, 
(Since you lllBr virtue, I will lofe a hu(band,) 
Send for your ring, 1 will return it home^ 
And giv€ me mine again. 
Ber, I have it not* 

King, What ring was yours, I pray you ? 
Dia, Sir, much like the fame upon your finger. 
King, Know you this ring ? this ring was his of late. 
Dia, And this was it 1 gave him, being a-bed* 
King, The ftory then goes falfe, you threw it him 
Out of a cafement. 

Dia* I have fpoke the truth. 

SCENE VI. Enter Parolles. 

Ber, My Lord, I do confefs the ring was hers. 
King, You boggle fhrewdly, every feather iiart&you I— 
Jfe this the man you fpeak of? 
Dia* It is, my Lord. 

G 3 ^"^^* 

•/. ^. U/b me haribly. A phrafe uken'Ct<im\.^^fc^i^^^ 
'^§di »kca in curing the vcacKal difgrdcr/ 
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King, Tell me, firrah, but tell me tnie, I charge you, 
Not fearing the difpleafure of your mafter, 
Which on your juft proceeding I'll keep off; 
By him and by this woman here, what know you ? 

Par, So pleafe your Majefty, my mafter liath been an 
honourable gentleman. Tricks he hath had in him, 
which Gentlemen have. 

King, Come, come, to the purpofe ; did he love thii 
woman ? 

Par, 'Faith, Sir, he did love her; but how? 

King, How, I pray you ? 

Par, He did love her^ Sir, as a gentleman loves a woman. 

King, How is that? 

Par, He lov*d her, Sir, and lov'd her not. 

King, As thou art a knave, aud no knave; what an e* 
quivocal companion is this? 

Par, I am a poor man, and at your Miijefty's command. 

Laf, He'd a good drum, my Lord, but a naughty ora- 
tor. 

Dia, Do you know he promised me marriage ? 

Par, 'Faith, I know more than I'll fpeak. 

King. But wilt thou not fpeak all thou know'ft ? 

Par, Yes, fo pleafe your Majefty. Uid go between 
them, as I faid: but moie than that, nlR>v-d her; for 
indeed he was mad for her, and talk'd of Satan, and of 
limbo, and of furies, and I know not wliat ; yet 1 was 
in that credit with them at that time, that I knew of 
their going to bed, and of other motions, as prbmifing 
her marriage, and things that would derive me ill-vrill ta 
fpeak of; therefore I will not fpeak what 1 know. 

King, Thou haft fpoken all already, unlefs thou ean'ft 
fay th€y are married : but thou art too fine in thy evi- 
dence ; therefore ftandafide. This ring, you fay, was yours>? 

Dia. Ay, my good Lord. 

King. Where did you buy it ? or who gave it you ? 

Dia. It 'was not given me, nor did 1 buy it. 

King. Who lent it you? 

Dia, It was not lent me neither. 
King, Where did you find it then ? 

Dia, I found it not. 

Amjt, If it were yours \yf notit oC ^jJl vWfe ^nu>{«^ 
How could you give it liim.? 



I^ 



Sc. 6. ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 7^ 

Dia^ I never gave it him. 

Laf, Tliis woman's an eafy glove, ray. Lord, fhe goea 
off and on at pleafure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his firft.wife. 

Dia, It might be yours, or hers, for aught I know.. 

King. Take her away, I do not hke her now ; 
To prifon with her : and away Avith him. 
Unlefs thou telPll me where tJiou hadfl this ring^ 
Thou dieft within this hour. 

Dia. I'll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia, I'll put in bailt my Liege. 

King, I think thee now fbme common cuftonner. 

Dia. By Jove, if ever 1 knew man, 'ti^-as you. 

Kingi Wherefore haft thou accu&'d him all this while? 

Dia» Becaufe lie'a guilty, and he is not guilty; 
He knows I am no maid, and he'll fwear to't ; 
I'll fwear I am a maid, and he knows not. 
Great King, I am no ftrumpet, by my life; 
I'm cither maid^ or elfe this old man's wife. 

[^ Poinding to Lafeu, 

King. She does abufe our ears ; to prifon with her. 

Dia. Go^ysiother, fetch my bail. Stay, Royal Sir. 
^V l£xii mdo'ut. 

The jeweller That owe? the ring is fent for, 
And he fliall furety me. But for this Lord, {To Bertran$. 
Who hath abu3*d me, as he knows himfelf, 
Though yet he never harm'd me, here I quit him. 
He knows himfelf my bed- he hath dtrfilM, 
And at that time he got his wife with child ; 
l^ead though (lie be, fhe feels her young one kick : 
So there's my riddle ; one that's dead, is quick. 
And now behold the meaning. 

JEnter Ihlenoy and Widow. 

King. Is there no exorcift 
Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 
Is'treal that I fee? 

Hel. No, my good Lord, 
'Tis but a (hadow of a wife you fee ; 
The name, and not the thing. 

-^/% Both, both; oh, pardon I 
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Hel, Oh, my good Lord, when I was like this maid, 
I found you wondrous kind ; there is your ring. 
And look you, here's your letter. This it fays, 
When from m^ finger you can get this nng, 
jind are hy me nvith child, ^c. This is- done; 
Will you be mine, now you are doubly won? 

Ber. If fhe, my Liege, can make me know this clearly^ M 
I'll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. X 

HeL If it appear not plain^ and prove untrue, ' 

Deadly divorce ftep between me and you I 
O my dear mother, do I fee you living? [To the Couniefs^ 

Laf, Mine eyes fmell onions, I fhall weep anon : 
Good Tom Drum, lend me ar handkerchief, 

[To FaroUes. 
So, I thank thee, wait on me home. 1*11 make fport 
with thee : let thy couitefies alone, they are fcurvy ones. 

King, Let us from point to point this ftory know. 
To make the even truth in pleafurc flow : 
If thou be'ft yet a frefh uncropped flower, \To Dianai- 
Chufe thou thy hufband, and I'll pay thy dower; 
For i can guefs, that, by thy honeft aid, 
Thou kept 'ft a wife herfelf^ thyfelf a maid. 
Of that and all the progrefs, more and 1^^^ 
Refolvedly more leifure fliall exprefs : ^^ 
All yet feems well ; ahd if it end fo meet. 
The bitter paft, more welcome is the fweet. [ExeunU 

EPILOGUE, 

SPOKEN- BY THE KING* 

I'he King*s a beggar^ now the play is done: 
All is well ended, if this fuit be avon, 
That you exprefs content; which we will pay,. 
With fir if e to pleafe you^ day exceeding^alf^; 
Ours be your patience then, arid yours our parts; 
Tour gentie hands lend tn^ and take our hearts^ 
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SCENE, a city on the conft of Illyfia. 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

^W The palace. 

Enter tht Duh^ Curio, and Lords, 

T 

Duke, " A F mufic be the food of Love, play dh; 
** Give me excefe of it ; that^ furfeiting 
'* The appetite, love may ficken, and fo die, 

<* That lirain again ; it had a dying fall ; 

•* O, it came o'er my ear, like the fwject fouth, 
<« Thatljreathes upon a bank of violets, 

«« Stealing, and giving odour." Enough! no more; 

*Tis not fo fwjrt^now, as it was before. 
O fpirit of love, how quick and frcfti art thou 1 
That, notwithftanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the fea, nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch foe'er^ 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
iLven in a minute ; .fo full of fhapcs in fancy, 
'Iliat it aloiie Is high fantaftical. 

Cur. 



r. 
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Cur. Will you eo hunt, my Lord? 

Duh. What, Curio? 

Cur, The hart. 

jDuke. Why, fo I do, the noblell that I have. 
O, when my eyes did fee Olif ia firft, 
Methought flie purged the air of peftilence;- 
That inft ant was I tiurn'd into a hart, 
And my dcTires, like fell and cruel hounds, 
E*er iince purfue me. How now, what news from her? 

JSnier Valentine. 

VaL So pleafe my Lord, 1 might not be admitted^ 
But frdm her handmaid do return this anfwer. 
The element itfelf, till feven years hence. 
Shall not behold her face at ample view : 
But, like a qloiftrefs, fhe will veiled walk. 
And water once a-day her chamber round 
With eye-oflfcnding brine ; all this to feafon 
A brother's dead love, which fhe would keep freftt 
Andlafting in her fad remembrance* 

Duke. O ! (he that hath a heart of that fine framcv 
To pay this debi'of love but to a brother. 
How will (he love, when the rich golden fliaft 
Hath kiird the flock of all affeaions elfe|||^ 
That live in her? when livett brain, and heart. 
Three fov'reign thrones, are ali fupply'd, and fill'd, 
(O fweet perfeftion ! ) with one felf-fame King ! 
Away before me to fJeeet beds of flowers; 
Love-thoughts lie rich, when c^nopy'd with bowers. 

\^Exeunt 

SCENE IL Thejheet. 

Enier Ftolur a Captawy andfculors. 

Flo. What country, friends, is this I ^ 

Cap. Illy ria. Lady. 

Fio. And wliat fhould 1 do in Illym'? 
My brother he. is in Elyfium. 
Perchance he is not drown'd; what think you, failors? 

Cap. It is perchance that you yourfelf were fav*d. 

Fio, O my poor brother 1 fo perchance may he be. 

^2fflJw True, Madam: and, to comiox\L^o\xmOB.<^"axtf:s 
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AfTure yourfelf, after our fhip did fplit, 

When you, and that poor number fav*d with you, 

Huiigon our driving boat; I faw your brother, . 

Moft provident in peril, bind himfelf 

{Courage and hope both teaching him the phi6b'ce) 

To a ftrong mail, that liv'd upon the f^a ; 

IVhere, like Arion on the dolphin's back, 

faw him hold ac(|uaintance with the waves^ 
long as I could fee. 

Fio. For faying fo, there's gold. 
Mine own efcape unfoldeth to my hope. 
Whereto thy fpeech ferves for authority. 
The like of him. Know*ft thou this country ? 

Caf, Ay, Madam, well; for 1 was bred and bom 
Not three hours travel from this very place. 

yio. Who governs here ? 

Cap. A noble Duke in nature, as in name. 

Fio. What is liis name ? 

Cap. Orfino, 

Fio. Orfino! I have heard my father name him: 
He was a bachelor then. 

^ap. And fo is now, or was fo very lalet 
IFor but. a mond^ ago I wet^t from hence. 
And then 't4RI frefh in murmur (as you know. 
What great ones do, the lefs will prattle of) 
That he did feek the love of fair Olivia, 

rto. What's (he? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter ^f A Count, 
That dy'd fome twelvemonths fince, then leaving her 
In the protection of his fon, her brother. 
Who ihortly alfo §y'd ; for whofe dear love, 
They fay, (he hath abjur'd the fight • 
And company of men. 

Fio. O that I ferv'd that lady,. 
And might not be delivered to the world. 
Till I had made mine own occafion mellow, 
What my eftate is! 

Cap, That were hard to compafs ; 
. Becaufe fhe will admit no kind of fuit. 
No, not the Duke's. 

Fh. There is a fair behaviour in thee, Ca^t^ux \ 
■'Aad tbo' that nature with a beauteous vjdi. 
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Doth oft clofe in pollution: yet of thee, 

I will boHevt tliou haft a mind that fuits 

With this thy fair and outward charadker: 

I pr'ythce, and [*I1 pay thee bouHteoufly," 

Conceal me what I am, and be my aid 

For fuch difguife as, haply, fliall become 

The form of my intent. I'll ferve this Duke; 

Thou (halt prefept me as an eunuch to him. 

It may be worth thy pains; for I can fing, 

And fpeak to him in many forts of mujic. 

That will a^^ow me very worth his fervice. 

What elfc n hap, to time I will commk ; ' 

Only fhape thou thy filence to my wit. 

Caf. Be you his eunuch, and your mute 1*11 be ; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not fee. 

yio. I thank thee: lead me on. [^Exeunt. 

SCENE III. jIn apartment in Olivia*! houfe. 

Enter Sir Toly, and Maria. 

Sir To. Wh^t a plague means my niece, to take the^ 
death of her brother thus? I am fure c^'s an enemy 
to life. ^ 

Mar. By my troth, Sir Toby, you mdft come ia caf- 
Uer a-nights; your niece, my Lady, take* great excep- 
tions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why ,7 let her except before excepted. 

Mar. Ay, but you muft confine yourfelf within the 
modeft limits of order. • 

Sir To. Confine, I'll confine myfelf no finer than I 
am; thefe clothes are good enough to drink in, iand fo 
be thefe boots too: an they be ndt, let them hang 
themfelves in their own ftraps. 

Mar, That quaffing and drinking wifl undo you; I 
heard my Lady talk of it yefterday, and of a foolifh 
knight that you brought in one night here, to be Iier 
wooer. 

Sir To. Who, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

S/r To, He's as tall a man as atv'^'s vcv l%ria, 
Jfar. What's that to tV pMrpo^^> 
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Sir To. Why, he has three thoufand ducats a-year. 
Mar. Ay, but he'll have but a year in all thcfc du- 

tats: he's a very fool and a prodigal. 
Sir To, Fie, that you'll fay fo ! he plays o* th* viol- 

de-gambo, and fpeaks three or four languages word for 

(«")rd without book, and hath all the good gifts of na- 
re. 
Mar. He hath, indeed, almoft natural; for be- 
ts that he's a fool, he*8 a great quarreller; and but 
that he hath the ^h of a coward to allay the guft he 
hath in quarrelling, 'tis thought among the prudent, he 
would quickly have the gift of a grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are fcoundrels and fub- 
tradors that fay fo of him. Who are they ? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he*s drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To, With drinking healths to my niece. I'll drink 
to her as long as there's a paffage in my throat, and 
drink in lUyria. He's a coward, and a coyftril, that 
will not drink to my niece till his brains turn o* th' toe 
tjkc a parifti-top. What, wench? CqftiUano volto* ; 
Hr here comes Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

SCENE IV. Enter Sir jindrew. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch! how now, Sir Toby Belch? 

Sir To. Sweet Sir Andrew ! 

Sir And. ^efs you, fair (hrew. 

Mar. And you too. Sir. 

Sir To. Accoft, Sir Andrew, accoft. ■ ■ 

^SirAnd. What's that? 

Sir To. My niece's chambermaid. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Accoft, I defirc better ac- 
quaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary^ Sir. 

Sir And. Good Miftrefs Mary Accoft, 

Sir To. You miftake. Knight: Accoft is, front her, 
board her, woo her, aftail her. 
iVou IIL H Sir And. 

* InEnglUb, Pat on your Caftilian countCUatLCt \ iQmiX \%« '^WX 
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S'rr And. By my troth, I would not undertake her in 
this company. Is that the meaning of /irrg/^? 

Mar, Fare you well, Gentlemen. 

Sir Toi An thou let her part fo, Sir Andrew, would 
thou might*ll never draw fword again. 

Sir And* An you part fo, Miftrefs, I would I mi[^ 
never draw fword again. Fair Lady, do you think y( 
have fools in hand? 

Mnr, Sir, I have not you by th* hand. 

Sir And, Marry, but you (hall have, and here^s xaf 
hand. 

Mar, Now, Sir, thought is free. I pray you, bring 
your hand to th' buttery-bar, and let it drink. 

Sir And, Wherefore, fweet heart? what's your me- 
taphor? 

Mar, It^s dry, Sir, 

Sir And, Why, I think fo : I am not foch an afs, 
but I can keep my hand dry. But wlnt's your jeft? 

Mar. A dry jeft, Sir. 
' Sir And, Are you full of them? 

Mar, Ay, Sir, I have them at my finger's eiuH 
marry, now I let your hand go, I am barren. t| 

\_Exit Maria.. 

Sir To, O Knight, thou lack' A a c\xf of canary: 
when did I fee thee fo put down ? 

Sir And, Never in your life, I think, unlefs you fc€ 
canary put me 'down : methinks fometimes I have no 
more wit than a Chriftian, or an ordinary man has? 
but I am a groat eater of beef, and I believe that docJ 
harm to my wit. 

Sir To, No queftion. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I'd forfwear it. I'll rid« 
home to-morrow, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. Pourqiiovy my dear Knight? 

Sir And, Wliat is Pourquoy? dp, or not do? I wouW 
I had beftowed that time in the^ongues that I have if 
fencing, daTicing, and bear-baitin|;. O had 1 but fol' 
low'd the arts ! 

Sir To. Then hadft thou an excellent head of hair. 

Sir Alnd. Wliy, would that have mended my hair? 
Sir To. Paft queftion V lot l\vo\i ^^^^ \\. NNv^^otcot 
hy nature^ 
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Sir And, But it becomes me well enough, does't not? 

Sir To. Excellent ! it hangs like flax on a diflafF; 

and I hope to fee a houfewifc take thee between her 

legs, and fpin it off. 

Sir And. 'Faith, I'll home to-morrow. Sir Toby; 

-^our niece will not be feen ; or, if fhe be, it's four to 

l^^e (he'll none of me: the Duke liimfelf herey hard 

^^B, wooes her. 

^^ Sir To, She'll node o' th' Dukej (he'll not match 
ibove her degree, neither in eftate, years, nor wit; I 
i have heard her fwear it. Tut, there's life in't, man. 
p Sir And, I'll flay a month longer. 1 am a fellow 
0* th* ftrangeft mind i' th' world. I delight in malks and 
: revels fometimes altogether. 

; Sir To. Art thou good at thcfe kickihawa. Knight? 
\ Sir And. As any man in lllyria, whatfoever ht be, 
under the degree of my betters; and yet I will not 
compare with an old man. 
Sir To. \|^at, is- thy exceUence in a galliard, Knight? 
Sir Aki. 'Faith, I can cut a caper. 
I^^Sir To. Aiid I can cut the mutton to't. 
HPSir And. And I think i have the back-trick, frniply 
. ^iteirong as any man in Illyria. 

^To. Wherefore are thefe things hid? wherefore 
W thefe gifts a curtain before diem? are they Kke to 
^c duft, like Miftrefs Mali's' pidure ? Why doft thou 
Dot go to church in a galliard, and come home in a co» 
J^to? My very walk fhould be a jig! I would not fo 
*uch as make water, but in a cinque-pace. What doft 
^u mean? it is a world to hide virtues in? I did 
*^»uik, by the excellent eonHitution of thy leg, it was 
wnn'd under the ftar of a galh'ard. 

Sir And, Ay, tis ftroi^g, and it docs indifferent well 
^ a flame-colour 'd flocking. Shall we fet about fome 
revels? 

Sir To. What fliall we do clfe ? were we not born 
■nder Taurus? 

Sir And, Taurus? that's fides and heart, 
i Sir To, No, Sir, it is legs and thighs. Let me fee 
|««tGapei; ha! higher: ha, ha ! ' excellenti 

H 2 ^C^>S^ 
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SCENE V. Changet to the palace, 
fnter yalenttne^ and Viola in man^s atttre. 

VaL If the Duke continue thcfe favours towards yott> 
Cefario, you are like to be much advanc'd ; he hatj 
known you but three days, and already you are 
ftrangcr. 

Vio. You cither fear his humour, or my negligei 
that you call in queftion the continuance of his love. Is 
he inconilant. Sir, in his favours? i 

Vol. No, believe me. ' 

Enter Duke^ Curioy and attendants, 

Fso, I thank you. Here comes the Duke. 

Duie. "Who faw Cefario, hoa ? 

Flo, On your attendance, my Lord, here. 

Duke* Stand you a while aloof. Cefario, 

Thou know'fl no lefs, but all : I have unch|^'d 

To thee the book even of my fecret foul. ♦ ^ 

Therefore, good youth, addrefs thy gate unto her; ^H 

Be not denyM accefs; ftand at her doors, ^^H 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot ihall grow> 

Tin thou have audience. 

Flo. Sure, my noble Lord, 
If fhe be fo abandoned to her forrow 
A» it is fpoke, fhe never will admit me. 

Dttie. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bounds, I 

Rather than make unprofitcd return. 
. Fio. Say, I do fpeak wkh her, my Lord; what then? 

Dtde. O, then, unfold the paffion of my love ; 
Surprife her with difcourfe of my dear faith ; 
It fhall become thee well to ^tt my woes ; 
She will attend it better in thy youth. 
Than in a nuncio of more grave afpedt, 

Fio. 1 think not fo, my Lord. 

Duie. Dear lad, believe it : 

For they fhall yet belie thy happy years, / , 

That fay thou art a man : Diana's lip f 

Is not more fmooth and rubious; thy fmall pipe 

Js a$ the maiden's organ, ft\riW, awd^owiv^^ 

-An J all is femblative a woman's ^^aiX.. 

Wvsfir" 
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I know thy conftellation is nght apt « 

For this affair: fome four or five attend him; 

All, if you will ; for I my felf am beil 

When leaft in company. Profper well in this, 

And thou flialt live as freely as thy Lord, 

('o call his fortunes thine. 
\rto. rUdomybeft 
woo your Lady ; yet a barrful ftrife ! 
Hioe'eF-I woo, my felf would be his wife. \^Exeunt* 

SCENE VI. Changes to Onvueshoufe. 
Enier Maria and Clown, 

Mar, Nay, either tell me where thou haft been, or 
I will not open my lips fo wide as a brittle may enter in 
way of thy excufe; my Lady will hang thee for thy ab- 
fence. ^ 

do. Ce^er hang me; he that is welLhang'd in thia 
■prld, needs fear no colours. 
WMar, Make that good. 
" Cfo. He fhall fee none to fear. 

Mar. A good lentcn anfwer. I can tell thee where 
tiiat laying was born, of I fear no colours. 

Clo. Where, good Millrefs Mary ? 

Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold to fay in 
your fooleiy. 

Clo. Well, God ght them wifdom that have it j and 
thofe that are fools, let them ufe their talents. 

Mar. Yet you will be iiang'd for being fo long abfent, 
5r be turn'd away ; is not that as good as a hanging to 
you? 

Clo. Marry, a good hanging prevents a bad marriage ; 
and for turning awuv, Itt fummer bear it out. 

Mar. you are refolutc, then? 

Clo. Not fo neither; but I am refolv'd on two points. 
'^ Mar. That if one break, the otlur will hold; or if 
ioth break, your gafkins fall. 

^ Ch. Apt, in good faith ; very apt : well, go thy way ; 
jf Sir Tohy woidd kdvc drii:king, l\l0W^'^x\. XjamNX^ •&• 
tKcc of Eve's Bcih ?.8 any m lliyria, 

H 3' Wosp- 
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Mar^ Peace, you rogue, no more o' tliat. Here comes 
my Lady; make your cxcufe >^ifely, you were bell. 

SCENE VII. Enter Olivia, and Malvolto. 

Clo* Wit, and't be thy will, put me into a good fo< 
ing ! Thofe wits that think they have thee, do very < 
prove fools; and that I am fure I lack thee, may pafs i 
a wife man. For what fays Quinapalus? Better be a 
witty fool than a fooUfh. wit. Go3 blefs thee, Lady ! I 

oh. Take the fool away. 

Clo, Do you not hear, fellowa? take away tlie Lady. 
Oli. Go to, y'arc a dry fool; I'll no more of you; be- 
fjdes» you grow diftioneft. 

Cio, Two faults, Madona, that drink and good coun- 
fel wiU amend ; for give the dry fool drink, thea is the 
fool not dry. Bid the difhoneft man mei^ himfelf ; if 
he mend, he is no longer difhoneft; if he camota^kt the 
botcher mend him. Any thing that's mended, is b^||^ 
patch'd: virtue that tranfgreffes, is but patch'd with fi^^| 
and fin that amends, is but patch'd with virtue. If tluHl 
this limplc fyllogifm will ftrve, fo ; if it will not, what re- 
medy ? as there is no true cuckold but calamity, fo beaur 
ty's a flower: the Lady bade take away the fool; there- 
fore I iky again, take her away. 

05. Sir, I bade tliem take away you. 

C/fl. Mifprifion in the liigheft degree. I^ady, Cu- 

cuHus nonfacb monachum; that's as much as to fay, I wear 
not motley in my brain. Good Madona, give me leaver 
to prove you a fool. 

0/7. Can you do it ! 

Clo. Dexteroufly, good Madona. 

Oil. Make your proof. 

CIo. I muft catechiie yoi> foj? it, Madona ; good mj 
moufc of virtue, anfwer me. 

Olu Well, Sir, for vjrant of otliar idlencfs, 1*11 bide 
your proof. 

Cla. Good Madona^ why mour n'ft thou ? 

Oli' Good fool, for my brother's death. 

C/o. I think his foul is m VieW, lAvx^oxv^. 
fiff. Iiaowiu8foulUiu\itaN'w>i^^V 
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Clo. Tke more fool yoa, Madona, to mourn lor your ^ 
brother's foul being in heav'n* Take away the fool^ 
Gentlemen. 

(Mf. What think you of this fool, Malvolio I doth he- 
not mend? 
fl^ Mai. Yes, and fhall do, till the pangs of death (hake- 
^Bim. Infirmity, that decays the wife, doth ever make 
Ipetter the fool. 

Clo* God fend you. Sir, a fpeedy infirmity, for the 
better increafing your folly ! Sir Toby will be fwom that 
I am no fox; but he will not paf&his word foe two-nence 
that you are no fool. 

Oli, How fay you to that, Malvolio ? 

Mai. I marvel your Ladyfliip takes deh'ght in fuch a 
barren rafcal. I faw him put down the other day with an 
ordinary fool, that has no more brain thaaa ftone. Look 
you now, he's out of his guard already; unlefs you laugk 
andminifler occafion to him, be isgagg'd. I proteft, I 
take th^e VKfe men that crow fo at thefe fet kindof fools^ 

K better than the fools' Zanies. 
0/f. O, you are fick of felf-loye, Malvoho, and taft« 
di a diftemper'd appetite. To be generous, guiltlefsi 
and of free difpofition, is to take thoft tlu'ngs for bird- * 
baitt that you deem cannon-bullets: there is no (lander vx 
an allow'dfool, though he do nothing but rail; nor no ^ 
railing in a known difcreet man, though he do nothing 
but reprove. 

Clo. Now, Mercury endue thee with pkaling, for thoit 
ipcak'fi: well of fools I 

Enter Maria. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gentleman 
xnuch defires to fpeak with you. 

0/r. From the Count Orlino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not. Madam; 'tis a-iair youitg |nan» 
and well attended. 

O/f. Who of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, Madam, your unck. 
. Oti, Fetch him off, 1 pray you; he fpeaks nothing 
but madman : fit on him I Go you, Malvolio \ if it be 
M fui't from the Count, I am fick, ot tvicrt. -aX Voitcss.*. 
wto/w wUl, to diibiiS? it. {Emt MoltiTw.A "^^^-^ 
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you fee, Sir, how your fooling grows old, and people 
diflike it. ^ 

Ch. Thou haft fpoke for us, Madona, as if thy eUei: 
fon fhould be a fool: whofe fcull Jove cram with brainsi 
for here comes one of thy kin has a moft weak fia 
mater I — — 



I 



SCENE VIII. Enter S'trTohy. 

Olu By mine honour, half drunk. What i6 he at 
the gate, uncle? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

OU, A gentleman ? what gentleman ? - 

Sir To 'Tis a gentleman-heir,— —A plague o' thcfe 
pickle herring ! how now, fot ? 

do. Good Sir Toby, 

Oli. Uncle, uncle, how have you come fo early by 
this lethargy^ 

Shr Te. Letchery? I defy letchery. There's one at 
the gate. 

Oli. Ay, marry, what is he ? -^m 

. Sir To. Let him be the devil an he will, I care notfl 
give me faith, fay I. Well, it's all one. [jB«irT^ 

OU. What's a drunken man like, fool ? 

Ck>. Like a drowu'd man, a fool, and a madman: 
one draught above heat makes him a fool, the fecond 
mads him, and a third drowns him. 

Oli. Go thou and feek the coroner, and let him fit 
o' my uncle : for he's in the third degree of drink ; he's- 
drown'd : go, look after him. 

Cio. He is but mad yet, Madona, and the fool fhafii 
look to the madman. [^£xit Clown,- 

Enter MahoUo. 

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow fwears he will 

(peak with you. I told him you were fick; he takes on 

him to underftand fo much, and therefore comes to 

fpeak with you. I told him you were afleep ; he feems 

to have a foreknowledge of that too, and therefore 

comes to fpeak with you. What is to be faid to him, ' 

iady? he's fortified againft any deniaL 

OJ^\ TcU biin he fhall not fpea\L w\X.\v me. 

Jfa/. He has becB told fo •, «ittd \ift fe.^^> V^"'^ ^"^^^ 

•ft 
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at your door like a (heriff's poll *, and be the fupporter 
to a bench, but he'll fpeak with you. 

OIL What kind o' man is he? 

Mai, Why, of mankind. 

OH, What manner of man ? 

MaL Of very ill mariners; he^ll fpeak m'th yotf^ 
iwill you or" no. 

OH. Of what perfonag^ and years is he ? 

MaL Not yet old enough for a man, nor young e- 
nough for a boy ; as a fquafti is before 'tis a peafcod, 
or a codling when 'tis almoft an apple: *tM with him 
in ftanding water, l)etween boy and man. He is very 
well favoured, and Ke fpeaks very fhrewifhiy; one 
would think his mother's milk were fcarce out of him. 

OH. Let him approach : call in my gentlewoman. 

Mai Gentlewoman, my Lady calls. \^ExiP» 

SCENE IX. Enter Maria. 

OB, Give me my veil : come, throw it o'er my face j 
We'll once more hear Orfmo's embaffy. 

B[ Enter Flola. 

Vw, The honourable lady of the houfe, which is /he? 

OC. Speak to me, I (hall anfwer for her: your will? 

Fio, Moft radiant, exquifite, and unmalehable beauty 
—I pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of tlie 
houfe, for i never faw her. I would be loath to caft a- 
way my fpeech ; for, befides that it is excellently well 
penn'd, I have taken great pains to con it. Good 
beauties, let me fuflain no fcorn; 1 am very compti- 
ble f , even to the leaft finifter ufage. 

OH. Whence came you, Sir? 

Vlo. 1 can fay little more than I have ftudled, and 
that queftion's out of my part. Good gentle one, give 



• Heretofore all proclamarions by the Kinf , all appointment* of 
the rates of wages by the juflices of peace, and other thipgs of the 
like nature, were fent to the iheriff of each county, who was obliged 
to promulgate them, not only by caufmg them to be read in every 

■ narket-town, but by affixing them to fome convenient place within 
it; ior which purpofe great pofts or pillars wtrt ttt^^d wx c^iCli Cucll 

town, and thefe were calUd fljeriff' s fofis. 

t Cow/>/3/c, for ready to call to accoMivt. 
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me modefl affurance, if you be the ladj 6i the houfe, tha(t 
I may proceed in my fpeech. 

Oli. Are you a comedian ? 

Plo. No, my profound heart; and yet, hf the very 
fangs of malice, I fwear I am not that 1 play. Are you 
the lady of the Roufe? 

OIL If I do not ufurp myfelf, I am. . i 

Flo. Moft certain, if you are (he, you db ufurp yourfl 
ielf; for what is yours to heftow, is not yours to referve " 
but this is from my cominiilion. I will on with my fpctdr 
in your praife, and then (hew you the lieart of mymcf* 
fage. . , 

Oli. Come to what is important in*t: I fiorgiTeyoutlic 
praife. 

P1&* Alas, I took great pains to ftudy it, and *ti6 poe- 
tical. 

OIL It is the more like to be feign 'd. I pray you 
keep it in. I heard you were fancy at my gates; and 
I allowed your approach, rather to wonder at you Aan 
to liear you. If you be not mad, be gone ; if you has* 
rcafoa, be bnef : 'tis not that time of the moon with mci 
to make one in fo flopping a dialogue. 

Afsr. WiD you hoift fail, Sir, here lies your way. ^ 

/^. No, good fwabber, I am to hull here a little 
longer. Some mollification for your giant, fweet lad jr. 

O/i, Tell me your mind« 

/^i«. I am a mtjflenger. 

0/f, Sure you have fome hideous matter to dclircfj 
when the courtefy of it is fo fearful. Speak your of« 
fice. 

rio* It alone concerns your ear. I bring no overtuit 
of war, no taxation of homage ; I hold the olive in mj 
Iiand ; my words arx; as full of peace as matter. 

0/i, Ytt you began rudely. What are you? whaJ 
would you? 

yio. The rudenefs that hath appear'd in me, have ] 
learn 'd from my entertainment. Wliat I am, and whal 
I would, aiT as fecret as maiden-head ; to your ears, di- 
vinity; to any other's, profanation. 

GIL Give us the place alone. [_Exh Maria, j Wi 
will hear this divinity.. Now, Sir, what is your text? 

/7i7, MoA iWect lady,— 
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OR, A comfortable dodbine, and muc'h may be (aid of 
, Where lies your text? 
Vto. In Qriino's bolom. 

OH, In hisbofom! in what chapter of his bofom? ' 
Fio. To anfwer by the method, in the iiril of his 
.eart. 

0//. O, I have read it; it is herefy. Have you no 
bore to fay?- 
rife. Good Madam, let me fee your face. 
OIL Have you any coiiuniflion from your Lord to ne- 
gotiate with my face ; you are now out of yo>ir text ; bui 
wcwill draw t he-curtain, andlhew yuu du^piclure. Look 
you, Sir, fuch a Qne I wear thi« prefent j is't not well 
done? I Unveiling. 

Fio. Excellently done, if God did all. 
OR, 'T.is in-grain, Sir; 'twill endure wind and wea* 
ther. 

Fio, 'Tis beauty truly blent, whofe red and white. 
Nature's owq fweet and cunning hainl laid on. 
Lidy, you are the cruelPil fhe alive, 
IHjou will lead thele graces to the grave. 
Pad leave the world no copy. 

Ofi. O, Sir, 1 will not be fo hard-hearted : I will give 
oat divers fchcdules of my beauty. It fhall be inven- 
toried, and every particle and utenfd labell'd to my will^ 
As, Iteaij Two lips indifferent red. //;»/, Two gray 
^, with lids to them. Iteniy One neck, one clun, 
wd fo forth. Were you fent hither to praiTe mt? 

Fio. I fee what you are ; you are too proud ; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 
My lord and mailer loves you : O, fuch love 
Could be but recompcns'd, tho' you were ccown'd 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 
OH, How does he love me ? 
Fio, Witli adorations, with fertile tears, 
Wkh groans that thunder lovt, with fighs of fire. 

OR, Your lord does know my mind, I cannot love him; 
J*rt I fuppofe him virtuous, know him noble, 
|0f great eftate, of frefh and ftainlefs youth 5 
^In yoices well divulg'd; free, learn'd, and valiant ; 
}^PStdhi dimcniion, and the Ihape of uaXuit^ 
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A gracious perfon; but yet I cannot love him: 
He might have took his anfwer long ago. 

V^io, If I did love you m my matter's flame, 
With fuch a fuff'ring, fuch a deadly life, 
In your denial I would find no fenfe : 
I would not underftand it. 

OH. Why, what would you do ? 
Vio. Make me a willow cabbin at your gate, 
And call upon my foul within the houfe ; 
Writtf royal canto's of contemned love, ' 
And iing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Hollow your name to the reverberate hills, 
And make the babbling goflip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia I O, you fliould not reft 
Between the elements of air and earth. 
But you fhould pity me. 

0/r. You might do much : 
What is your parentage ? 

Flo. Above my fortunes, yet my ftate is well : 
I am a gentleman. ^ 

OH, Get you to your Lord ; 
I cannot love him: let him fend no more; 
Unlefs, perchance, you come to me again. 
To tell me how he takes it ; fare you well : 
j thank you for your pains; fpend this forme. 

flo. 1 am no fee'd poft, Lady; keep your purfe: 
My matter, not myfclf, lack* recompence. 
Love make his heart of flint that you fhall love, 
And let your fervour, like my matter's, be 
Plac'd in contempt ! farewell, fair cruelty. [i 

0/i. What is your parentage ? 
Move my fortunes^ yet myjlate is 'well: 
I am a gentleman —I'll be fworn thou art. 
Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, adlions, and fpirit. 

Do give thee fivefold blazon Not too fatt — foft ! f 

Unlefs the matter were the man. How now? 

Even fo quickly may one catch the plague? 
Methinks I feel this youth's perfe^lions, 
With an invifible and fubtile ftealth, 
To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be 
What ho, Malvolio,— — 
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JSnter Mahollo, 

MaL Here, Madam, at your fervice. 

OI'u Run after that fame pcevifli meffengcr. 
The Duke's man ; he left this ring behind him. 
Would I, or not: tell him: PU none of it. 

;fire him not to flatter with his Lord, 
[or hold hini up with hopes J I am not for him: 
If that the youth wiU come this way to-morrow, 
rU give him reafons for't. Hie thee, Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, I will. ^ExU. 

Oil I do I know not what; and fear to iind 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind: 
Fate, (hew thy force; ourfelves we do not owe; 
What IS decreed, muft be ; and be this fo ! [JSai/. 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

^^ Enter Antonio^ and Seha/lian, 

dot, V V ILL you ftay no longer ? nor will you 
not that I go with you ? 

Sd, By your patience, no: rtiy ftars ftiine darkly 
^J'cr me; the malignancy of my fate might, perhapa^ 
Qjftemper yours; theiefore 1 ihall crave of you your 
'^ve, that I may beai my evils alone. It were a bad 
'ccompence for your love, to lay any of them on 
you. 

, -^nt. Let me .yet* know of you, whither you are 
round. 

^fi' No, footh, Sir; my determinate voyage is mere 
^travamicy : but I perceive in you fo excellent a touch 
W ffiooefty, that you will not extort from me what I 
^ willing to keep in ; therefore it charges me in man- 
,^^ the rather to exprefs myfclf. You muft know of 
**then, Antonio, my name is Sehqftian; which I called 
l^l^origo; my father was that Sebnjiian of Mejfaltne, 
Pj^m I know you have heard of. He left behind 
^TO, myfclf, and a iiiler, both born m owt VQ\iX\ \i 

^^ heav'ns had been pleas'd, wouli^x Yi^ii l^ «A»^\ 
^01, III, '^ J ^ VjX 
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^ but you, Sir, alter'd thaX; for, iJ)me hours h 
you took me from the breach of the fea, was my : 
drown 'd. 

j^nt, Alas, the day ! 

Seb. A lady. Sir, tho* ft was faid fhe much 
• fembled me, was yet of many accounted beautiful; 
tho* I could not fwith fuch efk'mable wonder *] ( 
far believe that, yet thus far I will boldly pubhfh 
fhe bore a mind that envy could not but pall fair: 
^s drown 'd already, Sir, with fait water, tho* I feer 
drown her remembrance again with more. 

j^rU. Pardon me, Sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. O good Antonio, forgive me your trouble. 

^nt. If you will not murtlier me for my love, let 
Ije your fervant. 

Seb, If you will not undo what you have done, 
is, kill him whom you have recover'd, deliie it 
Fare you well at once; my bofom is full of kindi 
arid I am yet fo near the manners of my mother, 
upon the leafl occafion more, mine eyes ^^nll tell i 
of me. I am bound to the Puke Orfmo's court; i 
well. [i 

j^nt. The gendenefs of all the gods go with thee-! 
I have made enemies in Orlino's court, 
^ Elfe would 1 very fhortly fee thee there : 
But come what may, I do adore thee fo, 
The danger fhall feem fport, and I will go. £i 

SCENE 11. 
Enter Fjoldf and MalvoIiOf at/everai doors. 

MaL Were not you e*en now M-ith the Cour 
Olivia? 

Vio. Even now, Sir; on a moderate pace I 1 
iince arrived but hither. 

MaL She returns this ring to you, Sir; you mi 
have faved me my pains, to iiave taken it away y< 
felf. She adds, moreover, that you fhould put J 
Lord into a defperate affurance fhe will none 
him: and one thing more, that you be never 
hardy to come again in his affaii s, unlefs it be to rej 
Your Lord's taking of tViis: iecd\t\Vlo. 

♦ This is ai3L intern a J^ j j ^^ ^^^ ^\^^xiv 
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Fio. She took the ring of me, I'll none of it. 

Mai. Come, Sir, you peeviflily threw it to her^ and 
jr will 16^, it fhould be fo return M : if it be worth (loop- 
g for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, be it his that 
wis it. [^Exii. 

Vio. I left no ring with her; what means this lady? 
artune forbid my outfide have not charm'd her ! 
he made good view of me ; indeed, fo much, 
"hat fure methought her eyes had crofs'd lier tongue 5 
'<Jr (he didrfpeak in ft arts diftra6iedly. 
he loves me,, fure ; the cunning of her paffion 
nvites me in this chudrfh mefTenger. 
fonc of my lord's ring; why, he fent her none, 
am the man-^If it be fo, (as 'tis ;) 
W lady, fh(B were better love a dream. 
)ifguife, I fee thou- art a wickednefs, 
herein the pregnant enemy does much, 
low eafy is it, for the proper falfe 
n womens' waxen heart to fet their forms! 
^ dut fra3ty is the caufe, not we, 
ior fuch as we are made, if fuch we be. 
few will this fadge ? my mafter loves her dearly, 
Aad I, poor moniler, fond as much on him 5 
And (he, miftaken, feems to doat on me. 
Witt will become of this ! as I am man, 
«y ftate is defperate for my matter's love j .j 

^ I-^m woman, (now, alas the day ! ) 
^at thriftlefs fighs fhall poor Olivia breathe? 
' time, thou muft untangle this, not 1 5 -. 

t is too hard a knot for me t' untie. [^ExtU 

SCENE 111. Changes to Olivia's houfe. 

Enter Sir Tobyy and Sir Andrew, 

Sir To. Approach, Sir Andrew: not to be a-bed af- 
sr midnight, is to be up betimes; and dlluculo furgere^ 
lou know' ft, 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not : but I know, 
>be Up late, is to be up late. 

^tr To. A falfe conclufion : I hate it, as an unfiU'd 
n*j to be up after midnight, and to ^o to V^^^n^cvrxv^ 
ittrTir; fo that to go to bed after m\£\\^\., \^ Ao ^o 
■ . 1 2 V^ 
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to bed betimes. Does not our life confift of the four ele- 
ments? 

Sir.j^nd. 'Faith, fo thev fay: but I think it tather 
confifts of eating and drinking. 

Sir Tip. Th'art a fcholar, let us therefore eat and drink. 
Maria! I fay! a ftoopof wine. 

Enter Clown. 

, Sir And, Here comes the fool, i* faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts? did you never fee the pic- 
ture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, afs, now let's have a catch. 

Sir And, By my troth, the fool has an excellent breaft. 
I had rather than forty (hillings I had fuch a leg, and fo 
fweeta breath to fing, as the fool has. In footh, thou 
waft in very gracious fooling laft night, when thou fpok'ft 
oi Pigrogromitusy of the Vapidm pafling the equino^al of 
"^uevhus: 'twas very good, i* faith: 1 fent thee fixpCBce 
for thy lemon ; hadft it ? 

Clo, I did impeticos thy gratilHty * ; for Malrolio's 
nofe is iio whip-ftock. My Lady has a wlwte Itand, and. 
the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houfes. 

Sir And. Excellent : why, this is the beft fooling, whctt 
all is done. Now, a fong 

Sir To. Come on, there's fixpence for you. Let's liate 
a fong. 

Sir And, There's a tcftril of me too ; if one^ Knight 
giYea 

Clo. Would you have a love-fong, or a fong of good 
life? 

Sir To. A lovc-fong, a love-fong. 

Sir And. Ay, ay, I care not for good life. 

Cloivn Sirlgs, 

miflre/i mine^ where are you roamivg ? 
OJlay and hear ^ your true love* scorning^ 

That canjtng both high and low. 
Trip no further f pretty fweeting ; 
jfourney^s end in lover's meetings 

Every wife man^sfon doth know. 
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' Sir jind. Excellent good, i' faith! 
Sir To. Good, good. 

CIo. What is love ? *tij not hereafter : 
Prefent mirth bath prejmt laughter : 

WhaCs to come^i isjiill unjure; 
In decay there lies no plenty : 
Then come kifs me^fweet^ and twenty: 

Touth*s ajliiff'tvill not endure, ^ 

Sir And, A mellifluous voice, as I am a true Knight. * 
Sir To, A contagioiJ^ breath. 
Sir And, Very fweet and contagious, i' fatth. 
Sir To. To hear by the nofe, it is dulcet in contagion. 
But (hall we make the welkin dance, indeed? Shall we 
roufe the night-owl in a catch, that will draw three fouls 
out of one weaver? (hall we do that ? 

Sir And, An you love me, let's do't : I am a dog at a 
catch. 

Cloi By'r Lady, Sir, and fome dogs will catch well. 
Sir And. Moil certain : let our catch be, Thou knave* 
do. Hold thy peace f thou kna'Oe, Knight. " I (hall be 
conftfain'd in't, to call thee knave, Knight. 

B'w And, ' Tis not the firft time I have conftrain'd one 
to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins. Hold thy peace, 
Clo. 1 fhall never begin if 1 hold my peace. 
Sir And, Good, i 'faith : come, begin. 

[ Theyfing a catch, 

SCENE IV. Enter Maria, 

Mar, V*^hat a catterwauh'ng do you keep here ? If my 
Lady have not calPd up lier lleward, Malvolio, and bid 
him turn you dut of doors, never truft me. 

Sir To, My Lady's a Catayan^ we are politicians, Mal- 
volio*8 a Peg-a- Ramfiy^ and Three merry men he ive. Am 
not 1 confanguineous ? am I not of her blood ? Tilly valley^ 
Ludyl there dwelt a man in Baby Ion y Laily^ Lady, 

[SingJng. 
: -Clo, Befiirew me, the Knight's in admirable fooling. 
1 Sir And, Ay, he does well enough if he be dif^.os'd, 
mifftdo I too: he dees it with a beXUv gt^ct, \swx\^ 
^ more natural 

* I 3 • ^\rT:o. 
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Sir To, 0, the twelfth day af December^-^-^^^^Sin^Hg. 
Mar. For the love o' God, peace. 

Enter MahvoUo. 

MaL My Mafters, are you mad? or what are you? 
have you no wit, manners, nor honefty, but to gabble 
like tinkers at this time of night ? Do ye make an ale- 
houfe of my Lady's houfe, that ye fqueak out your cot- 
tiers * tatches without any mitigation or remorfe of 
voice \ is there no refpeft of place, perfons, nor time, in 
you? 

Sir To, We did keep time, Sir, in qur catches. - Sneqk 
up! ■ [^Hiccoughs. 

Mai. Sir Toby, I muft be round with you. My La- 
dy bade me tell you, that though flie harbours you as 
her unde, (he's nothing ally'd to yoiu: diforders. If 
you can feparate yourfelf and your mifderaeanors, you 
are welcome to the houfe ; if not, an it would pleafe you 
to take leave of her, fhe is very willing to bid you fare- 
well. 

Sir To. FareweUy dear hearty Jlnce I mti/l needs he goni., 

Mai. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

CIo. His eyes doJhe*w his days are ainiojl done. 

MaL Is'tevenfo? 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

Clo. Sir Toby, there you lie. 
- Mai. This is much credit to you. 

^fV To. Shall I hid him go? \_Singing. 

Clo. What, an if you do ? 

Sir To. Shall I bid him go andfpare not ? 

Clo* no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To, Out o' time. Sir, ye lie : art thou any more 
than a fteward? doll thou think, becaufe'thou art vir- 
tuous, there fhall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Clo. Yes, by Saint Anne; and ginger (hall be hot 
i' th' mouth too. 

Sir To. Thou'rt i' th' right. Go, Sir, rub your cbain 
with crums. A (loop of wine,-- Maria. 

Mai. Miftrefs Mary, if you prized my Lady's favour 
at any thing more than contempt, you would not give 
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means for this uncivil rule ; (he (hall know of it by this 
hand. f-£x;V. 

Mar.* Go (hake your ears. 

.Sir And* 'Twere as good a deed as to drink when a- 
man's a hungry^ to chsJIenge him to the fielJ, and then 
to break promife with him, and make si fool of him. 

Sir To. Do't, Knight; I'll write thee a challenge: . 
or I'll deliver thy indignation to him by word of mouth. 

Mar. Sweet Sir Toby, be patient for to-night ; fince 
the youth of the Duke's was to-day with my Lady, (he 
is tniich out of quiet. For Moniieur Malvolio, let me 
alooe with him ; if I do not gull him into a nay-word» 
and make him a common recreation, do not think I 
haiie wit enough to lie ftraight in my bed, I know I 
can do it. 

Sir To, Poflefs us, poffefs us; tell us fomething of 
him. 

Mar. Marry, Sir, fometimes he is a kind of a Pu- 
xitan. 

Sir And. O, if I thought that, I'd beat him like a 
dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan ? thy exquifite rea- 
fon, dear Knight. 

^ And. I have no exquifite reafon for't, but I have 
reafon good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any thing 
conflantly but a time-pleafer ; an afFcdion'd * afs, that 
cons ftate without book, and utters it by great fwarths : 
the beft perfuaded of himfelf : fo cramm'd, as he thinks, 
with excellencies, that it is his ground of faith, that all 
that look on him, love him; and on that vice in him 
will my revenge find notable caufe to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do? 

Mar. I will drop in his way fomc obfcure epiflles of 
love, wherein, by the colour of his -beard, the (hape of 
his leg, the manner of his gait, the expreflure of hia 
eye, forehead, and complexion, he (hall find himfelf 
moil feelingly perfonated. I can write very like my 
Lady your niece; on a forgotten matter we can hardly 
make diftindion of our hands. 

S^ To. JExcellcnt, 1 fmell a device. 

.• AffeBhnti^ £otfull of ofcSatton* 
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Sir Ami, 1 havc*t in my nofe too. 

Sir To. He (hall think by the letters that thou wilt 
drop, that they come from my niece> and that fhe is in 
love with mm. 

Mar. My purpofe is, indeed, a horfc of that. colour. 

Sir ^nd. And your hdrfe now would make him an 
afs. 

Mar. Afs, I doubt not. 
. Sir And. O, 'twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know my phy- 
fic will work with him. I will plant you two, and let 
the fool make a third, where he (hall find the letter: ob- 
ferve his conftrudlion of it : for this night to bed, and 
dream on the event. Farewell. \^ExiU 

Sir To. Good night, Penthefilea. 

Sir jind. Before me, (he's a good wench. 

Sir To. She's a beagle, true-bred, and one that adores 
me; what o' that? 

Sir And, I was ador'd once too. 
. Sir To. Let's to bed, Knight: thou hadft n^d fend 
for more money. 

Sir And* If I cannot recover your niece, I am a foul 
v/ay out. 

Sir To. Send for money. Knight ; if thou haft her 
not i' th* end, call me cut. 

Sir jind. If 1 do not, never truft me, take it how yoti 
will. 

Sir To. Come, come, 1*11 go burn fome fack, 'tis too 
late to go to bed now : come, Knight ; come. Knight. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE V. Changes to the palace. 

Enter Duhy Viola^ Curio, and othfrs. 

Dule. Give me fome mufic ; now, goodmojrrow,frieods;; 
Now, good Cefario, but that piece of fong. 
That old and antique fong, we heard laft night; 
Metiiought it did relieve my pajfion much ; 
More than light airs, and recolledied * terms 
Of thefe moft brifk and giddy-paced times. 
Co/Ke> fciit ojje verfe. 

Cut* 

• Recalled 6i Ut StVLiUic ; 
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Cur, He 18 not here, ib pleafe your Lord/hip, that 
fhould iing it. 

Dukt^ Who was it ? 

Cur, Fefte the jefter, my Lord ; a fool thatttf^e Lady 
Olivia's father took much delight in. He is'ttKyut the 
houfe. 

Duke, Stck him out, and play the tune the while. 

Z£x, Curio, iMufic. 
Come hither, boy ; if ever thou fhalt love, 
In the fweet pangs of it reraerobcr me; 
For fuch as I am, all true lovers are ; 
Unftaid and ikittiHi in all notions elfe. 
Save in the conftant image of the creature 
That is belov'd. How doft thou like this tune? 

F'io, ** It gives a very echo from the feat 
*« Where love is thron'd." 

Duie, Thou do ft fpeak mafterly. 
My life upon't,- young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath ftaid upon fome favour that it loves : 
Hath it not, boy ? 

Flo. A,little, by your favour. 

Duie, What kind of woman is't ? 

Fh* Of your complexion. 

Dtiie* She is not wortli thee then. What years, Pfaith? 

Fio, About your years, my Lord. 

Duh. " Too old, by Hcav'n; let ftiH the woman take 
" An elder than herfelf, fo wears (he to him; 
" So fways (he level in her hufband's heart.'* 
For, boy, however we do praife ourfelves, 
Our fancies are more giddy and unfirm. 
More longing, wavering, fooner loft and worn. 
Than womens' are. 

Flo, I think it well, my Lord. 

Duie. Then let thy love be younger than thyfelf, 
Or thy affedion cannot hold the bent : 
For women are as lofes, whofe fair flower, 
Being once difplay'd, doth fall that very hour. 

Fio. And fo they are : alas, that they are fo> 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 

Jt^nter Curio, ami Clown, 
' IkJfm O ftUow, come ; the fong we W<i \^&. tcv'^V. — 
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Mark it, Cefario, it is old and plain ; 

" The fpinilers and the knitters in. the fun, 

*' And the free maids that weave their thread with bones, 

•,* Do ufe to chant it: it is filly footh, 

" A»d tallies with the innocence of love, 

" Like the old age." 

Clo, Are you ready, Sir ? 

Duhe» Ay 5 pr'ythee, fing. \M^p* 

. . SONG. 

** Come aiuay, come away, deaths 

** j4nJ in fad cyfreji let me he laid} 
•* Fly away.Jly aivayy breath; 

** / amjlain by a fair cruel maid, 
" Myfbrowd of white^Jluch all with yetVr 

" 0, prepare it. . | 

" My part of death no one fo true 

" Didjbart it. 

** Not a flower^ not ajloiverfweet^ 

** On my black coffin let there beflrotOn : ^ 
•* Not afriendy not a friend greet 

*' My poor corpfcy ivheremy bones Jhall be thrown*' 
^ jf thoufand thoufandjighs tofave^ 

^^.LaymCyO! where 
** %rue lo^er never find mygrave^ 

« To weep there." 

Duhe. There's for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, Sir : I take pleafure in finging, Sfr- 

Duh, I'fl pay thy pleafure then. 

Clo. Truly, Sir, and pleafure will be paid one time.dr 
other. 

Duhe. Ovrt me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now the melancholy God protefl thee, and the 
tailor mnke thy doublet of changeable taffata, for thy 
miiid is a very opal *. I would have men of fuch con- 
ftancy piu to fea, that their bufinefs might be every 
thing, and their intent no where ; for that's it-that a- 
ways makes a good voyage of nothhig. Farewell. 

Esdt, 

• A precious Hone of almoft. aW co\our% >iVt,Vo^^. 
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SCENE VI. 
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Duke, Let all the reft give place. Once more, Cefano, 
Get thee to yond fame £ov&Fgign cruelty: 
Tell her, my love, more riMe than the world. 
Prizes no^ quantity of dlV'lands; 
The paits that Fortune Tf^th beflowM upon her, 
Tell her," I hold as giddily as Fortune : 
But 'tirf that miracle, and queen of gems, 
Th9.t Nature pranks, her mind, attraAs my fouL- ' 

Flo, But if Ihe cannot love you, Sir— — — ^ 
Duke, 1 cannot be fo anfwer'd. 
Vio, Sooth, but you muft. 
Say, that fome lady, as perhaps there is. 
Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia; you cannot love her; 
You tell her fo ; muft fhe not then be anfwer'd ? 

Duke, There is no woman's fides 
Can bide 'the beating of fo ilrong a paflion, 
As love doth give my heart: no woman's heart 
So big to hold fo much ; they lack retention. 
. Alas, their love may be call'd appetite: 
' No motion of the liver, but the palate, 
That fuffers furfeit, cloyment, and revolt: 
But mine is all as hungry as the f^a. 
And can digeft as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me. 
And that l owe Olivia. 
Fio, Ay, but I know ^ 
Duke. What doft thou know? 
Fi-)* Too well what love women to men may owe j 
In faith, they arc as true of heart as we. 
My father had a daughter lov'd a man, 
As it might be, perhaps, were 1 a woman, 
I ihould your Lordfhip. 

Duke. And what's her hiftory? 
Fio, * A blank, my Lord : fhe never told her love, 
^ But let Concealment, like a worm i'th'bud, 
* Feed on her damailc cheek : (he pin'd im thought ; 
^■^And, with a green and yellow md^ixvcVvolY, 
!^'9he fat like Patience on a mouMineut^ . 
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•Smiling at grief.* Was not this Jove, indeed? 
We men may fay more, fwear more, but, indeed, 
Our fhews are more than will; fiJr ftill we prove 
Much in our vows, but litfrti? iii our loVe. 

Duke. But dy'd thy fiffiibBif her IffTe, my k^yl 
Vio. I'm all the daughteS^my father's hotfe, 
And all the brothers too— -4iJaHkft I know ijifc 
Sir, fhall 1 to this Lady? ^^ "*y,. 

Duke, Ay, that's the theme. -^ 

To her in hall*; give her this jewd : fay, * 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. \_Exeunt* 

SCENE Vil. Changes io Olivia's garden. 

Enter Sir Tohy^ Sir jindrew^ and Fabian* 

S'lr To, Come thy ways, Signior Fabian, 

Fah. Nay, Pllcome; if I lofe a fcruple of this iport, 
let me be boird to death with melancholy. 

Sir To, Would'ft thou not be glad to have the nig- ' 
gardly rafcally (hcep -biter come by fome notable fliame? 

FaL I would exult, man ; you know he brought me 
out of favour with my Lady, about a bear-baitiug here. 

Sir To, To anger him, we'll have a bear again; and 
we will fool him black and blue; (hall we not, Sir^ An- 
drew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it's pity of our lives. 

Enter Maria* 

Sir To, Here comes the little villain : how now, my 
nettle of India? 

Mar. Get ye all three into the box -tree: Malvolio's 
coming down this walk, he has been yonder i' th' fun 
pradlifmg behaviour to his own (hadow this half-hour. 
Obferve him, for the love of mockery ; for I know thi« 
letter will make a contemplative idiot of him. Clofe, ii 
the name of jeftiug! lie thou there; for here corner the 
trout that mull be caught with tickling. 

\Throius down a letter y and Exii, 

SCENE VIII. Enhr MahoUo. 

Mah 'Tis but fortune, all is fortune. Maria once 
told me, {he did affed me-, and 1 W\^ \\«^«c^ \i«A^ 
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come tlixis near, tliat fhoiild rtie fancy, it flioiild be onft 
of my complexion. Befides, iKd ufes me with a more 
exalted refpe£l, thah any one clfe that follows lier. 
What fhould I think on*t? 

Sir To, Here's an over-weaning rogue— —^ 
FmB. O, peace : contedipUtion makes a rare tarkey- 
Vock of him; how h^ jets iinder hid advanced plumes i 
Sir And. 'Slife, f Could fo bedt the rogue. 
S'tr To, Peace, I Cay. « 

Mai To be Count Malvollo, ■ ■ 
Sir To. Ah, rogue! 
Sir And. Piftol him^ piflol him. 
Sir TfK Peace, peace. - 

MaL There is example for*t: the kdy 6f the iJ'rachy * 
hiarried the yeoman of the wardrobe. 
Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel ! 

Ftib. O, peace, n6w he's deeply in ; look how ima- 
gination blows him. 

Mai* Having been three months married to her, fit- 
ling in my ftate— — 

Sir To, O for a ftbne-bow to hit him in the eye ? 
Mul. Calling my officers about me, in niy bjranch'd 
I- Velyct gown; having come down from a day-bed, \vherc 
1 Iiavt left Olivia fleeplng. 
Sir To. Fire and brimftone! 

Fah. O, peace, peace. • 

Mai. And then to have the humour of date; and af- 
ter a demure travtd of regard, telling them, I know my 
place, as I would they (hould do theirS'-^to aflc fpr my 
uncle Toby 

StrTq. Bolts ^ndthackles! ' 
'Fah. OU, peace," j)eace, peace; ilow, now. 
[Maf. Seven of my people with an obedient ftart make 
bfif for "him : I frown the while, and perchaike wind up 
my watch, or play with fome rich jewel. Tdby approaches, 
tourtefies there to me. 

5ir*n. Shall this fellow Uve? ^ ' 
.; y9L.^IlJ, . . %■ ■ • .. Falb. 

• That is, Thrace. It was common to to£e> tVvt i'k\}tf\t l\it\«.Vsi^ 
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Fah, Tliough our fiknce, be drawn from us with cares, 
^ yet, peace. 

MaL I extend my hand to him thus j quenching my 
familiar fmile with an auftere regard of controul. 

Sir To* And does not Toby take you a blow o' tP 
lips then? 

Mai. Saying, Uncle Toby, .my fortunes have caft mc 
oh your neicc, givt me this prerogative ol'^peech-^— 

Sir To. What, what? 

MaL You Inuft amend your dninkennefs. 

Sir To. Out, fcab! 

Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the finews of our plot. 

MaL Belides, you wiHe the treafm e of .)^Our time wit^ 
a foolifk- Knight ^— 

"Sir And. That's me, I warrant yoXi. 

MaL One Sir Andrew, 

s^Sir And. I knew, 'tis I ; for maty do caft me fool. 

'ATfl/. 'What emplojtnent "have ivehfif^? 

.[^T'aklng up the kttet. 

Fab, Now is the woodcock ne'ar the gin. 

Sir To. Oh peace? now the fpirit of humours intimate 
reading aloud to himl 

MaL By my life, this is my Lady^s hand : thefe be - 
tier vefy Cs and tPs and her 7^s, and thus makes ftt 
her great P's. It is, in contempt of ducliion, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C\ her CTs, and her T^s: why that? 

Alql. To tl»e unknown beloved, this, and my good *tvt/hat 
* her very phrafes. ' By your leave, wax. Soft ! and the 
inipreffure her Lucrcce, ivith whick fhe ufes to feal? *tii 
my Lady t to whom (hould this be? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

MaL J^o*ve knoius I lovs^ but who^ lips do not move^ ni 
man muji know. No man muft t-how— tt'hat foUf^wi; 
the number's alter'd — no mail muft'khowr-if this fhould 
be thee, Malvolio ? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, Brock! 

MaL I may command nuhere I adore; hutftlenoiy Rle « 
Lucrece knlfe^ >■ ' 
' tVtth lloodlefs Jiroke my heart dcth gorCy M. O.' Al""f.'Arf 

fivay my life. 
-. .'j^A A fuftiaa riddle. ... - - . : ■ " • 

Sir To. Excellent ^f«nencki»t&S|rl. ^ *'\ 

MA. 
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MaL M, 0. A. L doth fway my life — nay, but firff, 
let mc fee let me fee 

Fah^ What a difh of potfon has flle drefs'd him? 

Sir To, And with wh^t whig the ftanycl checks at it ? 

Med, I may command where I adore. Why, fti^ may* 
oommand me: I ferve her, (he is my lady. Why, thw 
is evident to any fdrm.il * capacity. Th^ire iff no obftruc- 
tion in this— and the end what fhould that alpha- 
bet i^ pofitidn. poitendf if I could mak'atbafc' refemble 
fometliing m me? foftly,^-r ilf. 0. A^ I: 

Sir To\. 0, ay! m^ke up. tliatj he. is now at a cold 
fcent. 

FoB* Sbwter \vill ciy upoii^t for aH* this, tho' it be as 
rank as a fox. 

MaL M. — MuhoUo^ M.- r-wl)y, that begins my 

name. 

Fab^ Did not I f^y, K^ would work it out: the cur is 
excellent at faults.. 

MdL M,' But then there is no confo nancy in the fe- 
miel; that £u£e'rs iinder probation: A fhould follow, but 
uLdoes. . 
1^ Tci. And (hall end, I hope. 
^ 5ir. Td. Ay, 6r I'll cudgel him, and make him cry, 0. 
' MaL And then / cbmes behind. 

Fob* Ay, an you had any eye behind'^you, you mi^kt 
fee more detra&ion at your heels tlian fortunes before 
yon, ' i ' • 

Mai, M. 0. A. L This fimulation f is not as the 

former — and yet to crufh this a little, it would bow 
to me, for every one of thefe letters is in my name. 

Soft, her* follows profe If this fall into thy hand, 

iKVoive* In my Jlars I am above thee^ hut he not afraid 
rfgreatnefs; fome are horn greats fome atcbieve greatnefs^ and 
fime have greatnefs thrufi upon them. Thy fates open thiir 
hands f Itt thy hlood andfpirit embrace them ; and to inure thy- 
Jdf to what' thou art like to he^ cajl thy humble Jlough^ ahd 
(tppfor frejh. Be oppofue with a kinfma'ny fnrly with fr- 
vanish letthy tongue tang arguments of f late; put thy fslf into 
tk trick offmgularity. She thus advifes thee, that Jighs far 
K 2 then. 

.1 

• Formal^ for common* 

f Simidntiun^ for rcfcn»\)\aLiict» 
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thee. Remember nvko commended thy yeih^ Ji^ehtngSi and . 
tvtjb^d to fee thee ever crofs -gartered, Ifnyy remember ; go tVf 
thou art made^ if thou defirejt to be fo ; if not y let me fee thte a 
fietuardfiilly the fellow offeroantSy and not worthy to touch 
Fortune^ s fingers. Farewell, She that would alter ferwcet 
with thec^ the fortunate and ha^py. Day-light aad chaxo- 
pain difcover no more : this is open. I w3l be proud, I 
wiD read poKtic authors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will 
wafh oflF grofs acquaintance, I will be point devifc, jhe 
very man. I do not now fool myfelf, to let imaginaticp 
jade me; for every reafon excites to this, that my Lady 
Joves me. She did commend my yellow-ftockings of latCj 
fhe did praife my leg, being crofs -garter' d, and in this fhe 
manifefts herfelf to my love, and with a kind of injunc- 
tion drives me to thefe habits of her liking. I thank my 
ftars, I am happy j 1 will be ftrange, flout, in yellow {lock- 
ings, and crofs-garter'd, even with the fwiftnefe of put- 
ting on. Jove and my ftars be praifed! — —Here is yet 
a poilfcript. l^hou canfl uot chufe tut know who I am; if 
thou entertaiae/l my love^ let it apfectr in thy fmlUng; thy^ 
fmiks become thee well. Therefore in my prefence fHu fmiif^ 

dear my fweety I pr^ythee. Jove, I thwik thee! I will ^ 

fmile, I will da every thing that thou wilt have me. % 

iExit, 

Fab, I wfll not give my part of this fport for a pca- 
lipn of thoufands to be paid from the Sophy. 

Sir To, I could marry this wengh for thi> device. 

Sir jind. So could I too. 

Sir To, And alk do other dowry with. h?r, but fuc% 
another jeft. 

SCENE IX. Entew Maria. 

Sir Jnd. Nor I neither. 
Fab, Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 
^/> To. Wilt thou fet thy foot o* my neck? 
Sir And, Or o' mine either ? 

Sir To, Sliall I play my freedom at tray-trip, and bc*^ 
come thy bond-flave ? 

Sir And, Pfaith, or I either? 

Sir To. Why, thou haft put \v\tiv W ^\3i<^i ^ ^x^-xm^ ^iat 
when the image of it leaver hm>\vtvcv>i&\>ixixKa.^' 
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3Tar, Nay, but fay true, does it work upon him ? 

Sir To* Like aqua viu with a midwife. 

Mnr. If you will then fee the fruits of the fport, mark 
his firft approach before my Lady ; he will come to her 
in yellow ftockings, and 'tis a colour fhe abhors ; and ' 
crof8-garter*d, a fafhion fhe detefts ; and he will fmile 
upon her, which will now be fo unfuitable to her difpofi- 
tion, being addi^ed to a melancholy, as fhe is, that it 
cannot but turn him into a notable contempt. If you 
will fee it, follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar ; thou mo ft excellent 
devil of wit ! 

Sir Andy, I'll make one too. [^Exeunt, 

ACT III, SCENE I; 

O^via's. garden. 
Enter Viola^ and Clown.. 

^ Vso. iJ AVE thee, friend, and thy mufic. • Doft thou- 
"te^by thy tabor? 

Cb. No, Sir, I live by the church. .. 

Fw* Art thou a churchman I 

CI04 No foch matter, Sir; I'd6 live4>y' the church; 
for 1 do live at my houfe, and my houfe doth ft and by* 
the church. 

Vio. So thou m?iy*ft fiiy, the King -lies by a beggar, 
if a beggar dwell near him ; or the church ftands by thy 
tabor, if thy tabor ftand by the church. 

CIq. You have (aid, Sir; to fee this age!'- A fen- 
tcnce 18 but a chev'ril glove * to a good wit ; how quick- 
ly the wrong fide may be turned outward ? 

Vid, Nay, thietfs certain; they, that dally nicely with 
words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo, I woind therefore my lifter had had no name, Sir. • 

Vio* Why, man? 
■ Cb. Why, Sir, her name's a word; and to dally 
with that word, might make' my fifter wanton; but 
K 3 v5As.A 

• -A ^iovc made of a kid'» ikm. 
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indeed words are veiy rafcals, fince bonds difgrac'd thcRu 

r"to. Thy reafon, man ? 

C/o. Troth, Sir, 1 can yield you none without worde; 
and words arc grown fo falfe, I am loath to prove reafon 
with them. 

Fio, I warrant thou art a merry fcHow^ and carelk for 
nothing. 

Clo. Not foi Sir, I do care for fomething; but> in 
my conCcience, Sir, I do not care for you : if that be 
to care for nothing. Sir, I would it would make you in* 
vifibk. 

yio. Art not thou the Lady Olivia's fool ? 

Clo* No, indeed. Sir; the Lady Olivia has oo- foBy; 
fhc will keep no fool, Sir, till fhe be manied ; and fools 
are as like hufband«, a» pilebers are to Irerrings ; the huf- 
band's the bigger ; 1 am, indeed, not her fool, but her 
corrupter of words. 

Vio. I faw thee late at the Duke Orlino's. 

Clo. Foolery, Sir> does walk about the orb hke the 
fun ; it ihines every where. 1 would be forry, Sir, but 
the fool fhould be as oft with your matter, asi with my 
mifb-eiii; i think 1 law your wifdom there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pafs upon me, I'll no more with \ 
theer Hold, there's expences for thee. 

[ Gives him a piese of mmey. 
. CIq* Now Joye, in hts next conunodity o£ hair, fend 
thee a. beardi 

Fio. By my troth, PU tell thee, I am almoft fick for 
one, though I would not have it grow on my chin. Is 
thy lady within ! 

Clo. Would not a pair of thefe have bred, Sic^ 

Fio. Yes,, being k^pt together, Ji^dput to ufe. 

Clo, I would piay Lord Pandanir of Phrygia, Sir,, ta 
bring aCreffida to this Troihis* 

Fio. I undcrftand you, Sir, *ri*weff:1j^gg*d. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great,. Sir; l)egginc 
but a beggar. Creffida was a beggar. My La<^ is 
within, Sir, I will confter to tliem whence you coifie; 
who you sore, and what you would, is out of mj weUuni 
r might fay, element j but the word is oTer-wom^ 

^£«*. 
■ V^>. This felfow is wife eivoM^>:v to i^\^.^ vVfc ^'ioX^ 
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And, to da tlxat wcH, craves a kind of wit : 
He muft obfcrve their mood on whom he jeftsy 
The quality of the perfon8> and the time; 
And, b*ke the haggatxl^ dueck at every feather 
That comes before his eye. Thia is a practice. 
As full of labour a» a wife mia's art : 
For fally, that he wifely fhews, ia fit; 
But wife mens' {dHy-hii'iii quite taints theor wit« 

SCENE U. 

Enter Sir Tchyy and Sir Andrew, 

Sir And. Save you^ gentknati* ) 

f^io. And you, Sir. 

Sir To» Dieu vourgttank, MSonfxur, 

Flo, Et vouj auffi; vejjbrjkrviieur. 

Sir To, I hope. Sir, you are; ar«d I ani' youri.-i-^ 
Will you encounter the houfe? my aiece is defirou^ y^o 
(hould ent6r» if your bade be to her. 

Flo. I am bouifed to your niece, ^; I mean, (ktu 
the M of my vof age. : . 

Sir To, Tafle yoav legs, Siif, put them ta motion^ 
I Flo. My legs do better umderftasid me, ^Sir, than f wr^ 
derftand what yo« mean by htddisg me taA« my legs. 

Xr T9* I mean^togo. Sir, to enter. . 

Flo. 1 will as/wcr you. wkh gast and emtanoff; btit 
we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria, 

Moft excellent accomplifli'd Lady^ the heaVar rain bdourt^ 
on you! > ^ 

Sir And. Thatyoutll^aararecourtier!. rainodoul^^ wtlL 

Flo, My matter bith no TQ[icc».L»^,.biit to your o«a 
moft pregmit * and vottch&ircdieai:.. . 

Sir And, Odqurs, pregnant, and ^QUcUa&dr^tMc^i^' 
get 'em. ail t&irci6*ready . 

QU, Let the gavdsi»^oor be fiwl,. oad leave me to my 
hearing. [Etxtud Sir Toiy^ Sitf jhtdrrw, a$id Maria* 

SCENE lU- 

'Ghremc your hand, Sir. 

Wo, 
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PHo, My duty, Madam, and moft humble fervice. 

Oii Wliat 18 your name? 

yio. Ce/ario is your fenraot's name, fair Princeis. 

OIL My fervant, Sir? ' fwas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was callM compliment : 
Y'are fervant to the Duke Orfino, youth. 

Fio, And he is yours, and his muft needs be yours: 
Your fervant's fervant is your fervant. Madam. 

OIL For him, I think not on him : for his thoughts, 
'Would they were blanks, rather than fiU'd with roe! 

* Fio. Madam, 1 come to whet your gentle thoughts 
On his behalf. 

OIL O, by your leave, I pray you ; — ' * 
I bade you never fpeak again of him. 
But would you undertake another fuit» 
I'd rather hear you to folicit thaljt 
Than mufic from the fphercs. 

• ^ia. . Dear Lady >-*—^ 

OIL Give me leave, 1 befeech you : I did fend^ 
After the laH inchahtment you did here, 
A ring in chace of you. So did I abufe 
Myfeff^ my fervant, and, I fear me, youf- 
Under your hard cQnilru6iioa.muft i fit,. 
To force that on. yoa in a. fhamcful; cunning, 
Which, you knew none of yours. What might you thi^r 
Have younotfet mine honour at r the ilake. 
And baited it with all th' unmuzzled thoughts - 
That tyrannous heart, can think? to one of your re- 
ceiving* 
Enough is (hewn; acypnis) not abofom. 
Hides my poor heart. So let us hear yoiLfpeaka 

Fio. 1 pity you. 
^OS. That's a degree to love.. 

Flo. No, not a grice: for 'tis a volgar proof, 'i 

That ■¥ery oft* wc. pity enemies. 

OR* Why then, methinks, 'tis time tolGnile again; 
O world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 
If one ihould be a. prey, how much the better 
To fall before the lion, than the wolf! ICIociJHtff. 

The clock upbraids me with the w^aof time. 

Be 

• I. €. To oac f& four rwij «jKcW»iioii. 
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Be not afraid, good youth, I 'will not have you; 
And yet when wit and youth are come to harveft* 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man : 
There liea your way, due weft. 

Fio, Ther» weftward hoe : 

Grace and good difpofjtion attend your Ladyfhip ! 
You'll nothing, Madam, to my Lord by me ? 

OIL Stay ; pr'ythee tell me, what thou think'ft of me* 

Fio. That you do think you are not what you are. 

Oil. If 1 think fo, I think the fame of you. 

Flo. Then think you rjight : I am not what I am, 

O/i. I would you were as I would have you be ! 

Fio. Would it be better, Madam, than 1 am J 
I wifli it might, for now 1 am your fool. 

on. O, what a deal of fcorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip ! 
A murdVous guilt (hews not itfelf more foon. 
Than love that would feem hid : love's night is jxooq. 
Cfelario, by the roies of the fpringi 
By maid-hood, honour, truth, and every thing, : 
I love thee fo, that, maugre all thy pride. 
Nor wit, nor reaibn, caa my pafiion hide. 
Do not extort thy reasons from this claufe, " . 

For that I woo, tiiou therefore haft no cauH : 
But rather reafon thus with reafoa fetter ; 
Love fought is good, but given unfought ie better* 

Fto. By innocence 1 fwear, and by my youth, 
I have one heart, one bofom, and one truth, . 
And that no w«man ha« ; nor never none 
Shall miftrefs be of it, fave I alone. 
And fo adieu, good Madam ; never more 
Win I my matter's tears to you deplore. 

OS. Yet come again ; for thou, perhaps, may*ft move 
That h^art, which now ^bhprs, to like his love. 

* SCENE rv. 

Changes to an afartment In Olivia's houfe. 

Enter iiir 7V^; Sir Andrenv^ and Fabian. . . 

S/rjfffd No, 'feith. 111 not ftay a jotloti^tx. 
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Str To. Thy reafon, dear venoniy give thy reafdn^ 

Fai. You mud needs yield your reafon, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And. Marry, I faw your niece do more favours ta 
the Duke^s ferving-man, than ever (he beftow^d oa me. 
I faw't i' th' orchard. 

Sir To. Did (he fee thee the while, old boy? tell mc 
that. 

Sir Atid. As plain as I fee you now. 

F(A. This was a. great, arguinicut of love in- her. to- 
wards you. 

Sir And.. *SligKt! wiiryou make an als o^ me? 

Fab. 1 win prove it legitimate, Sir, uppn the oaths 
of judgment and reafon. 

Sir To. And they have been. grand-jury men lince be- 
fore Noah was a failor. 

Fab. She did (hew favour to the youth in your fight, 
only to ezafperate you, to awake your dormoufe va- 
lour, to put fire ill your heart,, and brTmilone in your, 
liver. You (hould then have accofted' her with fonie 
excellent jefts fii'e-ne w from the mint ; you (hould have 
bang'd the youth' into dumbnefs. This was look'd for* 
at your hand, and this was baulk'd. The double gilt of 
tiiis opportunity you let time wa(h off, ** and you are 
•* now fail'd Into the north of my Lady's opinion; 
** where you will hang hke an icicle on a Dutchman's ^ 
" beard, unlefe you Zs^ redeem \i by fomc laudable at- 
tempt, either of valour or policy. 

Sir And. Ah't be any way, it muft be witli valour; 
-"^ — fi?r policy I hate: I had as lief.be a Brownift, as a" 
poHtician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon the. 
bafis of valour; challenge, me the Ddke's youtb to 
fignt with him; hurt him in eleven places; my niece 
(hall take note of it; and alFure thyfdf, there is no 
love-^Yokerr in the world can more prevail in man's 
commendation with woman than report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this. Sir Andrew. 
^ Sir Andi Will cither of you bear me a challenge to 
him? 

Sir To. G«o, write in a* martial hand; be cnril and 
Brief: k is no matter how witty^, ^^ ^ ^ ^^'cox., ^ncA. 
All of invention : taunt hiin WuK tivt U^t^iwct- qI v£^\ 
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if thou thou^Jl him fome thrice, it (hall not be amifft^ 
anid «i8 many lies as wHl tie iil thy fheet of paper, al'- 
though the (heet were big enough for the bed of Ware 
in England fct *em down, go abolit it. Let there be 
gall enough in thy ink, tho* thwi write with a goofc- 
"pen, no matter: about "it. 

S'tr And. Where (hall I find you ! 

^tr To* We'll call thee at the Cubicuh: go. 

\^Exit Sir Andrew. 

SCENE V. 

i^ah. This is a dear manikin to you, Sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad, fome two 
thoufand'ftrong or fo. 

FaL We fJiall have a rare letter from^im; but yott'Jl 
not deliver 't. 

Sir Toi Never truH me then ; and by all means flir 
on the youth to an anfwer. 1 think, oxen and waiit- 
Topes cannot hale them together^ For Andreu-, if h'6 
were open'd, and you find fo much blood in his livct 
as will clog the foot of a fleJC, V\\ cat the reft of th* a- 
iiatomy; 

Fab. And'his oppofite, the youth, btttfs in his \qfagc 
no great prefage of erueltj^. 

Enter Marhsu 

Sir To. Look, where the young%ft Vrtn * of nine 
comes. 

Mat^. If you defife the fplecn, and wifl laugh your- 
felves into ftitdi^s, follow me: yond gull Malvolio fi 
turned Heathen, a very renegado ; for there . is nu 
Chriftian, that means to be fav*d by beh'cviftg ridhtly, 
can ever believe fuch impoflible paffages of gromibfii. 
•He*8 in ycUow ftockings. 

Sir Toi And crofs-gatterM? 

Mar. Mod: villanouflv; like k pedaht 'thft keeps a 
fchool i' th' \:hurrh 1 I have dogg'd him, like his mur- 
thcrer. He does obey every point of the letter that I 

dropt 

• The wrcii i» reiiivkaiile MUfvag m^wf cggt at a time, iiioe 
"br ttb, mad fomeiimes more : and as (he 1% the bci^Wc^ Ql\iv\^%^^^ 
ia offo large a brood may be fappofed to\ic\v\x\t\ti^^t^> N*\v\Oct 
i9 tbc iauge intctoded hcte to be f^ven oi NLt^tVil. 
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tiropt 'to t>^tray him ; he does fmde his £ace lato more 
tines than is in the ntvt map, with the augmeatatkon of the 
Indies; ypu have not fcen fucSh a thing, as 'tis; I can 
hardly forbear hurling things at him. 1 know, my La- 
dy wfll ftrike him ; if ike do, he'll fmile, and take't for a 
great favour, 

.Sir To. -Come, brings us, bring Ms where ht is. 

, lExefmt, 

SCENE VI. am^tlothejreeh 

Enter Sthdjlian^ and JinthoHio, 

SeB. i would not by my will have troubled yoa, 
feut fmce you make your pleafure of your painsj 
t will no further chide jrou. 
• jint^ 1 could Hojt it ay behiild you; my defire 
(More iharp than filed fleel) did fpur me forth ; 
And not all love to ie^ you, (tho' fo much 
As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,) 
But jedoufy what might befal your tnlvel, 
Being ikillefsin thefe parts; which to a ilrahgerj 
.Ui^uided and Uiifriendedj often prove 
"kough and tinhofpilable. My willing love. 
The rather by thefe arguments of fear> 
Set forth in your purfoit. 

Sei. My kind Anthomt>, 
t can no other anfwer make, but tkanks, 
And thanks, And ever thanks ; and oft good turns 
Are Ihuffled off with fuqh uncurrent pay ; 
.^ut w^re my wtirth, as is my confcience, firm, 
Toil ihould find "better dcjJjug. ,What'stodo? 
ShaH we go fife the relics * of this to wo? 

jfni. To-morrow, iSir; beft, firil, go fee yourlodgii^ 

SeB. I am not wedry, and 'tis Iqng to night ; > 

I prayT^ou, let us iatisfy our eves 
With the naemorials> and the things of {ame, 
That do renown this city. , . : " j 

Jlnt, Would you'd paraofi me : 
1 do not without danger walk thefe ilreets. 
Once, in a iba^^gbt 'ganift tine DiiMirrfais giaUie% ' ' * 



1. ^ < 



• He lie s^ for tutiorvx\t»» 
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I aid {bine fcrvice^ of fuch note, mdeed 
That were I ta'cn here, it would fcarcc be anfwcr'd. 
Seb, Belike you (lew great numbcf'of hi^ people. 
y^nf. Th' offence is not of fuch a bloody nature, 
Albeit the quality of the time and quarrel 
Might well have given us bloody argument : 
k might have fmce been anfwer'd in repaying 
What we took from them, which, for traffic's iakc, 
Moft of our city did. Only myfelf ftood out; 
For which, if I be lapfed in this, place, 
I (hall pay dear. 

Sifb. Do not then walk too open . 
. Ant. It doth not fit me. Holil, Sir, here's my purft^ 
In the foutli fnburbs at the Elephant 
Is beft to lodge : I will befpeak our diet, 
Whiles you beguile your time, and feed your knowledge 
With viewing of the town 5 there fhall you have me. 
SeL Why lyour purfe? 

jint. Haply ymu- eye fhall light upon^fome toy 
You have deiire to purchafe ; and your ftore, 
I think, is not for idle markets, Sir. 

Seb. I'll be your purfe-bearer, and leave you'for 
Afiliour. 

Ant. To th' Elephant, 

Sei. I do remember. ~ ' [^Eaeuttt* 

SCENE Vil. Changes to OHvia's hau/e. 

Enter Olivia^ and Maria. 

\ on I have fent after him ; he fay s he'll come ; 
> - How fhall I feaft him ? what beftow on him? 
For youth is bought H|re oft than begg'd or borrow'd. 
1 fpeak too loud. 

Where is Malvolio ? he is fad and civil, 
, And fuits weH for a ifervani: widti wij forttines* 
Where is Malvolio? 

^Mar. He's coming. Madam j feaft in very flrange man- 
He is fure poffefs'd, Madam, f ner» 
0^. Why, what's the matter, does he rave ? 
Mart Nc^ Madam, fee does nodaing >»\lLimAg.\ ^csvix 
Vol.111 L \ia.^^^v^ 
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Ladyfhip were beft to have fome guard about yew, if k 
come ; for fure the man is tainted in his wits* 
OIL Gp call him higher. 

Enter McdvoUo^ 

I'm as mad as he, 

If fad and merry madnefs equal be. 

,How now, Malvolio? 

Mai Sweet Lady, ha, ha. [^Smiles fantajlkaflp 

OIL Smirft thou ? I fent for thee upon a fad occafion. 

Mai Sad, Lady? I. could be fad; this does make fome 
otifbrudHooiin the blood; this crofs-garterin'g ; but what qf 
it ? if it pleafe the eye of one, it is with me as the very 
true fon net is: Pleafe one, and pleafe all * 

.OIL Why? how doft thou, man? what is the matter 
with thee ? 

Mai Not black in my mind, tho' yellow in my legs; 
it did come to his hands, and commands (hall be executed. 
J think we do know that fweet Roman hand. 

OIL Wilt thou go to bed, MalvoUo ? 

Mai To bed? ay, fweet heart; and Pll come to thee. 

OIL God comfort thee ! why doft thpu fmile fo, and 
kifs thy hand fo oft ? 
* Mar. How do you, MalvoHof 

Mai At your requeft ? 
Yes, nightingales anfwer daws! 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous boUnefc 
before my Lady ? , 

Mai Be not afraid of greatnefs. — 'Twas well writ. 

OIL What meaneft thou by that, Malvolio ? 

Mai Some are bom great— 

OIL Ha? 40 ■ ' ' 

Mai Some atchieve greatnefs 

OIL What fay'ft .thou? 

Mai And fome have greatnefs thruft upon them— — 

OIL Heav'n reftore thee ! 

Mai Remember, who commended thy yellow ftock- 
«ngs. 

OIL Thy yellow ftockings ? 
Ma/. Andwi{h'dtofeet\\eeeto^s-^xt«'d 



St: S, WHAT YOU WILL. . 1^3 

OIL Crofs-garter'd? 

MaL Go to, thou ait made, if thou deiircil to be 

fo 

OIL Am I made ? ; 

MaL If not, let me fee thee a fervant ffiU. 

OIL Why, this is a very midfummer-madnefs. . - 

Enter Servant. 

Sen Madam, the young gentleman, of the Duke Orfi- 
no's is return 'd ; I could hardly intreat him back ; he at- 
tends your Ladyfhip's pleafur€. 

OIL I'll come to him. Good Maria, let this fellow 
be look'd to. Where's my uncle Toby? let fome of my 
people have a fpecial care of him ; I would not have him 
mifcarry for half of my dowry •- [^Exit, 

SCENE VIIL . .' 

JffaL Oh, oh ! do you come near me now? t>o' worjft 
ftian than Sir Toby to look to me ! this concurs fJir^£Uy 
mth the letter; fhe fends him on purpofe that I * may 
Appear ftubborn to him ; for fhe incites nie to that in 
thfe letter. Caft thy humble flough, fays (he ; — be op- 

poUte with a kinfman, furly with fervants, ■ let thjr 

tongue tang with arguments of Hate, — put thyfelf intp 

the trick cf Angularity ; and confequently lets down 

the manner how; as a fad face, a reverend carriage,, a 
flow tongue, in thi: habit of fome Sir of note, and fb 
forth. 1 have lim'd her; but it is Jove's doing, and 
Jove make me thankful ! and when fhe went away m>w, 
let this fellow be look'd to : bellow ! not Malvoho, not 
after my degree, but fellow. Why, every thing adheres 
toge.ther, that no dram of a. fcruple, no Tcruple of a ficru- 
ple, no obftacle, no Incredulous or unfafe circvunftancc^^ 
what can be faid ? nothing that can be, can come between 
me and the ftill profpcft of my hopes. Well, Jpvc, not 
I, is the doer of this, and he is to be thanked. 

SCENE IX. Enter Sir ToBy, Faifian, ami Maria. 

Sir To.. Which way is he, in the name of fan6Uty? If 
all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Lc^vqtl VdxoL- 
CeJfpoffefs'd him, yet i 'U fpeak to him, 

L 2 Fa^* 
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Falf* Here he is, here he is; how i«'t wkh yx)u, Sir? 
how is't With you, man ? 

^^z/. Go off; I difcard you ; let me enjoy my privacy: 
go off. 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fiend fpeaks wkhin him I did 
not I tell you ? Sir Toby, my Lady prays you to ha»e a 
care of him. 

Mai. Ah, ha! does (he fo? 

Sir To, Go to, go to; peace, peace, we jnuft deal 
•gently with him; let mc alone. How do you^ MalvoGo? 
how is't with you? what! man, defy thedeTil; confider, 
iie's an enemy to mankind. 

MaL Do you know what you fay ? 

Mar, La, you ! if you fpeaik ill of the devil, how he 
^akes it at heart. Pray God he be not .bcwitch'i. 

Fab, Carry his water to th' wife woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it (hall be done to-morrow morn- 
ing, if I live. My Lady would not lofe him for xiore 
ihan ril Iky. 

Mai, How, now« Miflrefsf 

Mar. OLord! 

Jir To. Pr*ythee, hold thy peace ; that is not the *siy : 
do you not fee you move him? let me alone with him. 

Fab, No way but gcntlenefs, gently, gently 4 the Jmi 
is rough, and will not ht roughly us'd. 

Sir To. Why, liow now, my bawcock? how doil tliGUi 

Mat, Sir? 

^r To. Ay, biddy, come with me. What ! man, *tp 
joot for graTity to play at cherry-pit with Satau. Hanj 
.Jum,-foul collier. 

Mar^ Get him to fay bis prayers, good Sir Toby.; get 
him to pray. ^ 

MaL My prayers, minx ! 

Mar, No, I warrant you, he will not hear of ^qdlinA • 

Mai. Gbo hang yourfelves all: you, are idle ihiJlo* 
things. I am not of your element ; you (hall know more 
hereafter. * £&^' 

Sir To. Is'tpoffible? 

Fab, If this were play'd upon a ftagc now, I could 
aondemn it as an improbable £^oiv» 
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To, His very genius hath taken the iafedion of the 
;, man. 

ar. Nay, purfue him now, left the device take air, 
unt. 

5. Why, we fhall make him mad, indeed, 
zr. The houfe will be the quieter. • • 

To. Come, we'll have him in a dark room and 
L My niece is already in the belief that he's mad ; 
ay carry it thus for our pleafure and his penance, 
r very paftime, tired out of breath, prompt us to 
mercy on him ; at which time we will bring the de- 
o the bar, and crown thee for a finder of madmen. 
;e, but fee.- 

SCENE X. Enter Sir Adrt^^v. ■ 

h. More matter for a May morning. 
^«^. Here's the challenge, read it. I warrant there's 
ir and pepper in't. 

b. Is't fo faucy ? , - ' 

^nJ. Ay, is*t? I warrant 1 him: dobutread*- 
To. Give me. [^Sir Toby readr^ 

, ivhatjoever thou aft, thou aft but a f curvy fellow, 
J. Good and valiant. 

To. Wonder, not, nor admire - not In thy mind *wby I 
f thee fo; for I ivilljhew thee no reafonfor*t. 
h. A good note ; that keeps you from the blow of 
w. 

To, Thou com^Jl to the Lady Olivia, and in my Jight 
s thee kindly ; but thou lieji in thy throat, that is not tht 
I challenge thee for. 

h. Very brief, and exceeding good fenfe-lefs. 
To, I nmll waylay ihee going home, where if it be, thy 
to kill me 
\. Good. 

To. Thou klWfl me like a rogue and a viHcdm 
K Still you keep o' th* windy fide 6f the law:, good, 
Tom Fare thee well, and God hceoe mercy upon one if 
ds: he may have mercy upon mine,, hut my h.pe. is hel^ 
.andfo look to thyfelf. Thy friend as thou ufeji hwi^ 
y/worn etiemjff Andrew^ AGUE-CHS.i.K.. 

JL 3 Sir To, 
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Sir To, If this letter move him not, liis leg8.cauoot: 
I'll give't him. 

Mar, You may have very fit occafion for*! : he is now 
bx fome commerce with my Lady, and will by aiid<by de^ 
part. 

Sir To. Go, Sir Andrew, fcout me for him at the 
;comer of the orchard like a bum-bailiif; {o foon as ever 
thou fecft him, draw ; and, as thou draw'ft, fwear h^rri- 
tAj ; for it comes to pafs oft, that a terrible joath, .with a 
fwaggering accent iharply tvi'ang'd off, ^ves manhood 
more approbation than^ver proof itfelf would have eara'd 
iiim. Away. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for fwearing. [ J5«i/. 

Sir To, Now will not 1 deliver his letter; for the be- 
haviour of the young gentleman gives him out to be of 
good capacity and breeding; his employment between 
his JLord and my niece confirms no lefs: therefore this ^ 
letter, being fo excellently ignorant, will breed no tcr- 
for in the youth; he will find tliat it comes from a dud- 
pole. But, Sir, 1 will deliver his challenge by w«»rd of 
mouth; fet upon Agute-cheftk a rotable report .of •valour; 
and drive the gentlen^m (as I know his youth will aptly 
receive it) into 'a moil «hideoi)s opinion of his rage, 4«TI, 
fury,^nd impctuofity. This will fo fright them 'both, 
that th«y will kill one another by the look, like cooka- 
trices. 

SCENE XI. Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fah. Here he comes with your niece; give them^Rray, 
till he take leave, and prefently after him. 

Sir To, 1 will meditate the while upon fodl^ horrid W^ 
fage for a challenge. {^Exet^ 

Oli, I've faid too much unto a heart of ftone. 
And laid mine honour too unchary -out. 
There's fomething in me, that reproves my fault : 
But fuch a headflrong potent fault it is, 
That it but mocks reproof. 

Fio, With the fame 'havioar that your paffion hemp 
Goes on my mafter's grief. 

OJ/. Hcret wear this jewel for me, 'tis my .pia*tf<J 
R^fufe it Bot, it hath-fto toos>it to ^cx. ^«a% 
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And» I befeeoh you, cowie again tCHjrgirtQw. 
What (hall you afk of me that I'll deny> 
That honour fav'd may upon ajktng give? 

Flo. Nothing but this, your true lave f)r my mailer^ 

Q£. How with mioe honour may I give l\im ^h^^^ 
-S^^ch I have .given to you J 

.^/a. 1 will acquit you. 

Olu Well, come again to-morrow ; fare thee -well. 
A ficuojd like thee might bear my ioul to bdL [^ExiL 

SCENE XIL Enter Sir Toby and F^ian. 

.Sir To. Gentleman, :GQd.&ve;th0e» 

Vio, And you. Sir* 

Sir JI9. That. defence thou hall> ;bctake thee to't ; of 
iwb&t:nAtuire the wrongs are thou b^t d<^ne .hiu)[i> I know 
«ot.; but thy interpreter, full of defpight, bloody as the 
Jumtety .attends thee at the orchard-^; diGnoui^t thy 
tuck, be.^are in thy preparation, for thy aCTailant is quiqk^ 
ikilfuU and deadly* 

yio. You miflake. Sir ; I ,afl^ fpre no o^n .hath any 
ffittuxel to me : my remembrance is very free ^d dear 
vqm.any image .of offence done to any-man. 

Sir To. You'll find it othcrwife, I aflure ypu ; there- 
fore, if you hold your life at any price, betake you to 
your guard; for yom* oppofite hath in him, what youth,, 
ftrength, Ik ill, and wrath can furnifh man withal. 

Vlo. I pray you. Sir, what is he? 

Sir To. He is Knight, dubb'd with unhack'd rapier, 
and on carpet conHderation ; but he is a devil in private 
brawl ; fouls and bodies hath he divorc'd three ; and his 
incenfement at tliis moment is fo implacable, that fatis- 
£i^Qn can be none but pangs of death and fepulchre: 
hob, nob, is his word; give't, or take't. 

Flo. 1 will >cturn again into the houfe, and deiire 
fome conduA of the Lady. I am no fighter. I have 
heard of fome kind of men, that put quarrels purpofely 
4)p others to taile their valour: belike this is a man of 
that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itfelf out of a 

very competent .injury; therefore get -^om ovv, ^jA^^^ 

bim but dejfire. Back you ftuU not to \Xit V^'^^ >a.^^^'^ 
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you undertake that with me, which with as much fafety 
■ you might anfwer him : therefore on, or flrip your fword 
ftark naked; for meddle you mull, that's certain, or for- 
fwcar to wear iron about you. 

P'io* This is as uncivil as ftrange. I befeech you, do me 
this courteous oJB&ce, as to know of the Knight what my 
offence to him is ; it is fomething of my negligence, no- 
thing of my purpofe. 

Sir To, I will do fo. Signior Fabian, ftay you by 
this gentleman till my return. [^Exit Sir Toby. 

Fio, Pray you, Sir, do you know of tliis matter ? 

Fab. 1 know the Knight is incens'd againil you, even 
to a mortal arbitriment ; but nothing of the circumftance 
more, 

Fio. r befeech you, what manner of man is he ? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promife to read him 
by his form, as you are like to find in the proof of his 
valour. He is indeed. Sir, the moil fkilfiil, bloody, and 
fatal oppofite that you could pofiibly have fouftd in any 
part of Illyria. Will you walk towards him ? 1 will make 
yqur peace with him, if ^can. 

Vio. I fhall be much bound to you for't: I am one 
that had rather go with Sir Pricfl than Sir Knight : I 
care not who knows fo much. of my mettle, . [Exeunt.. 

SCENE XIIL. 

Enter S'rr Tobyy and Sir Andrew. 

Sir To. Why, man, he^s a very devil; I have not fcen 
fuch a virago: 1 had a pafs with him, rapier, fcabbard 
and all J and he gives me tlie fluck in with fuch a mortal 
motion, that it is inevitable; and on the aiifwer, he pays 
you as fui(?ly as. your feet hit the ground they Itep on. 
They fay he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on't, Pll not meddle with him. 

Sit To. Ay, but he will not now be pacitied : 
Fabian can fcarcc hold him yonder. 

Str And. Plague on't, an I tliought he had been vaK* 
ant, and fo cunning in fence, Pd have feen him damn'd 
ere Vd have challenged him. Let him let the matter flip, 
and rU give him my horf«^<gtey C^ij^iXtt. 
SJr To. rU make thefijfcoUoti •, ^aii^^ Vx^t ^nv^ ^ 
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l^ood (b^w oni^t -^^t^'s fb^n €n4 witjiput -tlie per^kjop of 
fouls 5 marry, Pit ride your horfe as weJJ ^ I xidc you^ 

^n/i?r Fabian^ and Fiol^* 

1 have bis liar£e to take up the quarrel ; I have p.erfuaded 
him the youth'jS a devIL - [To Fabian^ 

Fab. He i$ as horribly conceited of himi and pai^i^ft 
and Ipoks pale, as if a hear were at his heek. 

Sir To. There's po remedy, Sir; he will ilght wMJi 
you for's oath fake : marry^ he had better :i)ethv.ugUt hitpi 
of his -q^arr^l, an^ he finds that now fcarce X^ jbe worth 
talking of; the^sefore draw for the fupportance pf hii 
vow, he pTotefts h^ will not hurt ypu. 

Vio. Pray God defend me ! a little thing wpyld m^c 
me tell them how much J lack of a man. 

Fab. Give grounds if you fee him furious- 

Str To. Come, Sir Andrew, there's no remedy; the 
gentleman will ^>r his honour's fpke have on^e t)Q¥tt wi4^ 
you ; he CiUkntot •by the dvieJlp avoid it ; h\^t h^ has pro- 
mis'd me, as he is a gentleman ^d a fojdier, he wIJJ not 
hurt you. CcMiie on, to't. ^^They ^r^fv*^ 

Sir And. Pray Qpd he keep hjs <)t^\ 

SCENE XtV. Enter ^Mthonio. 

Vio. I do ^une you 'tis agai^i^ my wiU. 

Ant. Put up your fword; if this ypung gentlemap 
Have done oflFeiipe, I take the fault on ?aae; 
If you offend him, 1 for him defy ypu. \^Dratff)ing^ 

Sir To. You, Sir? why, what are you? 

Ant, One, Sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you he an .undertaker, 1 am for ypu* 

Enfer Officers. 

Fab. O good Sir Toby, hold; hq*e come the officers* 

$ir ^o. I'll be with you anon. 

Vio. Pray, Sir, put your fword up, if yo.upleafe. 

\To ^vc Xn<{rcn»» 
Sir 4^. MsuTTYy will I, Sirj and £or tWt \ y^ wkv^ ^ 
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you, 111 be as good as my word* He will bear you eaff-* 
ly, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, I arrefl thee at the fuit of Duke Orfino.- 
Ant. You do miftake me, Sir. 

1 Off. No, Sir, no j.ot: 1 know your favour well; 
Though now you have no fea-cap on your head. 
Take him away : he knows I know him well. 

Ant. I muft obey. This comes with fceking ybu ;. 
But there's no remedy, i fhall anfwer it. 
What will you do ? now my neceffity 
Slakes me to afl« you for my purfe. It grieves me 
Much more for what I cannot do for you, 
Than what befals myfelf : you fland amaz'd^ 
But be pf comfort. 

2 Off. Come, Sir, away. 

Ant. I muft intreat of you fome bf that money. 

Via. What money, Sir? 
For the fair kindnefa you have fhewM me here, 
"And part being prompted by 3rour prcfent trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I'll lend you fdmething; my having is not much ;< 
1*11 make divifion of my prefent with you: 
Hold, there's half my coflfer. 

Ant. Will' you deny me now? 
Is't poliible that my deferts to you 
Can lack perfuafion ? do not tempt my mifery; 
Left that it make me fo un found a man, 
As to upbraid you with thofe kindnelTes 
That 1 have done for you. 
• VtQ. I know of none, 
Nor know I you by voice, or any feature:" 
I hate ingratitude more in a man, ^ '• 

Than lying, vainnefs, babbling drunkennefe^ 
Or any taint of vice, whofe ftrong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant. Oh, heavens themfelves \ 

2 Off, Come, Sir, I pray yQU, go. 

Ant, Let me fpeaka little. Thisybuth that you feefifr^** 
I fnatch'd one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Rcljev'd hJm with fuch fan6tity of love, 
*Jlad to. his image, which, me\ivo\i^\.v^^ "^^^"^^^^ ,^ ^ 
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Moft venerable worth, did I devotion. 

I Off. What's that to us? the time goes by ; away. 
Ant, But oh, how vile an idol proves this god J 
Thou haft, Sebaftian, done good feature fhame. 
In nature there's no bleniffh but die mind: 
None can be call'd deform'd, but the unkind. 
Virtue is -beauty; but the beauteous evil 
Are empty trunks, o*erftourifh*d by the devil. 
. 1. Ojf. The man grows mad, away with him: 
Come, come. Sir. 

Ant. Lead me on. • [^Eocit Ant^ntQ utAth OJicers* 

Vio. Methinks his words do from fuch palfion fly, ' 
That he believes himfelf ; fo do not I : 
Prove true,^imagination, oh, prove true. 
That I, dear brother, be now ta*en for you ! 

Sir To. Come hither. Knight : come hither, Fabian ; 
we'll whifper o'er a couplet or two of moft fage faws, 

Plo. He nam'd Sebaftian ; I my brother know 
Yet living in my glafs; -even fuch, and fo 
In favour was my brother, and he went 
Still in this faftiion, colour, ornament ; 
For him I imitate : oh, if it prove, 

Tempefts are kind, and fait waves frefh in love. \^Exit, 
Sir To. A very diftioneft paltry boy, and more a cow- 
ard than a hare; his difhonefty appears in leaving his 
fa'end here in neceflity, and denying him : and for his 
cowardfhip, afic Fabian. 

FaB. A coward, a moft devout coward, religious in 
it. 

Sir And. 'Slid, I'll after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To^ Do, cuff him foundly, but never draw thy 
fword. 

Sir And. An I do not, \^Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. Come, let's fee the event. 

Sir To. I dare lay any money, 'twill be nothing yet. 

[^Exeunt* 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 

theJlrM. 
Enter Sehq/Han^ and Clon»n. 



W: 



Clo. V V ILL you makcmtf befieVtfthat I affi ftot 
fent for you ? 

Sd. Go to, go to; thbti irt a foolifh fellow, l«tt'mc 
be clear of thee. 

CIo. Well held out, i 'faith ; no, I do not kitoW you ; 
nor I am fiot ferit to yoii by my Lady, to bid you come 
fpeak with her; nor your hartie id not Mafler Cefario; 
nor this is not my nofe neither ; rtothing that is fo, is fo. 

Seh, I pr'ythee, vent thy foUy fome where clfe; thou 
khow'ft not me. 

CIo, Vent my folly! — he has heafd that word of fo/ne 
great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent rtiy folly! 
I am afraid this great lubber the world will prove a 
cockney: I pry 'thee now ungird thy ftrangenefs, and 
tell me what 1 (hall veiit to my Lady ; (ball I vent to her 
that thou art coming ? 

Seh. 1 pr'ythee, foolifh Greek *, depart from m^, 
there's money for thee. If you tarry longet, I {hall give 
worfe payment. 

CIo By my troth, thou hail an open hand; theft 
wife men that give fools money, get themfdffs a good 
report after fourteen years purchafe f . 

Etder ilr Andfenv, Sir Toby^ and Fahlm, 

Sir And. Now, Sir, have 1 met you again? there'* 
for you. \Striking Sehdpm* 

Seh. Why, there's for thee, and there, and there ; arc 
all the people mad? {^Beaiiiig Sir Aiidte^ff* 

Sir. T* 

• Greeky was as much as to fay bawd or pander. He nnderftood 

the Clown to be z€t'mg in that ofHce. A bawdy-hdufe was caUe<l 

Corinthy and the frequenters of it Corinthians; which words occur 

frequently in Shakefpeare, efpecially in Timon of jithem. He*' 

ry IV. 

f This feems to carry a piece of latyr upon mompoUeSf the cry- 

ing grievance of that time. The grant* getiw^\\'«j 'y<ctclox(<MSteea 

years; and the petitions being reCcrred to ^ toTaTO5««fc,^fc>^!i*V^ 

fpc6ted that money gamed CavouruUc tt^otu Iwb^ Vi«a««* 
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Sir T0. Hold, Sir,! or I'll tlirow jovr dagger o'er the 
oufe. 

Cio. This will I tell my Lady ilrarght. I wouj not be 
» feme of your coats for two-Jpence. {^£xtt \ ,h^'n. 

Sir To, Come on, Sir; hold. [^Holding Sebcijujiu 

Sir yind. Nay, lot him alone, Pll go anoUi«r way to 
ork with him ; I'll have an a£Uon of battery againft 
Im, if there be any law itr Mlyria; though I ftruck him 
rft, yet it's no matter for that. 

SeL Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, Sir; I wiH not let you ,go^ Comc^ 
ly young fuldier, put up' your iron ; you arc well flefh'd: 
orae on. 

Sd* I will be free from thee. Wliat woiildft diou now i 
i thou dar'ft tempt me further, draw thy fwoid. 

Sir To* What, what? nay, then, I muft have an cmnce 
r two of thiV malapert blood from ^ou. 

[Tfiey draw and ^gbu 

SCENE n. Enter Olivia. 

Ofi. Hold, Toby ; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 

h'To. Madam? 

Ot Will it be ever thu*? imgracioua Wretch, 
Ell 'for the mountains and^the barbarous caves, 
•Vlttrc manners ne'er werfe preach'd : out of my fight ! 

ie not ofFendtrd, dear Cefario ;■ 

Udefby, be gone! I pr'ythee, gentle friend, 

£Exeufrt Sir Ifoi/y^ and Sir jindrefv, 
-ct thy fair wifdom, not thy paffion, fway 
Qtdiia uncivil .and unjufl extent 

Againft thy peace. Go with me to my h«>n{e^ • - 
«d K6ir thoa there, how manf fruttlds pi^nks • 
"His ruffian hath botch 'd up, that thou thereby 
hjt^ft fmileat this: thou (halt not cUufe but go; 
^ not deny ; befhrew his foul for me, 
(• ftarted one poor heart of mine in thee. 
SeL What rehrti is in this? how runs the ft ream? 
Til.aai Auui, or elfe this is a dream* 
51 fency ftiU my fenfe in Lethe deep, 
it he thus to dream, ML kt.me flc4b. 
ft*. Ill M 0\u 
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OIL Nay, come, I pray : 'would thou'dft be rul'd by 

me. 
SeL Madam, I will. 
Ori. Of fay fo, and fo be ! ^Exeunt^ 

;SC£N]& III. M apartment in Olivias houfe. 
Enter Marian and Clowtu 

Mar, Nay, I pr*ythee, put on this gown, and thi 
4>eard ; make him believe thou art Sir Topas the curate 
do it quickly. I'll call Sir Toby the whflft. 

\_Extt Marl 

CIo. Well, ril put it on, and I will diffemble myfe 
in't : and I would I were the firft that ever diffembled : 
fuch a gown. I am not tall enough to become the fim 
tion well, nor lean enough to be thought a good ftuden 
but to be faid an honeft man, and a good houfe-keepc 
goes as fairly, as to fay, a graceful man and a great fch 
lar. The competitors enter. 

jEnter Sir Tohy and Mariap 

Sir To. Jove Wefsth^e, Mr. Parfon. 
Clo* Bonos dies. Sir Toby 5 ** for as the old hermit 
** Prague, jthat never faw pcu and ink, very wittily faid 
** a niece of King Gorboduck, that that is, is ; fo I 1 
** ing Mr. Parfon, am Mr, jParfbn; for what is that, I 
" that? and is, but is?*V 
Sir To. To bim, Sir Topas, 
CIo, What, hoa> I fay,-p^eace in this prifon ! 
^fV To. The knave counterfeits well 5 a good knave 

[^Malvolio wi/i 
MaL Who calls there? 

CIo . Sir Top^s the curate, who comes to vlfit Ma 
llo the lunatic. • • . 

[This, and what follows from the Clown, tu a caw 

feit voice,"] 
Mai. Sir Topas, Sir Topas, good Sir Topas, g 
my Lady. . 

CIo. Out, hyperbolical fiend, how vexeft thou thisn 
TaJkefl thou of nothing but ladies ? 
Sir To. WeU, faijijMaftfitYarfcii, 



5t. 3. WHAT YOU WILL. 135 

MaL SirTopas, never was man thus Xvrong'd; good 
Sir Topas, do not think 1 am mad ; they have laid me 
tiere in hideous darknefs. 

Clo. Pie, thou difhonefl Sathan ; I call thee by the 
rhoft modeil ternls; for I am one of thofe gentle ones, 
that will' ufe the devil himfelf with courtefy: fay '11 thou 
that ho«fe is dark ? 

MaL As hd]j Sir Topas. 

Ch, Why, it hath bay windows tranfparent as barn- 
cadoes, and the clear ilones towards the fouth-noith are 
as luftrous- as ebony; and yet complaineft thou of ob- 
ftru6lion? 

J^al. 1 iitt not mad, Sir 'fopas; I fay ta you, this 
hoiife is dark. 

Clo, MadmaYi, thon erreft ; 1 fay, there is no darknefs 
but ignorance ; in whith thou art more puzzled than the , 
Egyptians' in their fog. 
^ Mai, I fay, this hoiife is as dark ^s ignorance, though 
ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I fay j there was 
never man thus abufed ; I am no more mad than you are, 
make the trial of it in any conflant queftion. 

do. What is the opiniop of Pythagoras concerning 
^ild-fowl ? 

J^al. That the foul of our grandam mijght happily in- 
hattft a bird. 
Clo. What think 'ft thou of his opinion? 
Med. 1 think nobly of tl^e feul, andno way appro'vt 
of his opinion. * • ' 

Clo, Fare thee wiell : remain tihou ftill in darknefs ; thou 
ftialt hold th* opinion of Pythagoras ere I will allow of 
€hy wits^; and fear to kill a woodcock, left thou difpoiTefs 
the foul of thy grandam. Fare thee welL 

MaL Sir Topas, Sic Topas! 

Sir To. My moft exquifite Sir Topas ^ 
C/o. Nay, I am for all waters *. \This in his own voic^. 
Mar. Thou might'it have done this without thy beard 
and gown ; he fees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring mc 

word how thou find'ft him: 1 would we were all rid of 

this knavery. If he may be conveniently delivered, I 

M 2 WQuld 

f- A phrstfe taken from the ador'« a\n\it^ ot iev^^^tv^ \!b». va&r 
fW €rj dtbcr with mirth or grieC. 
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wovld Tie ^*ere ; for I am now fo far in offence with my 
okcCf that I cannot purfue with any fafety this iport to 
the upfhot. Come by and by to my chamber. 

lExk with Mdria. 

SCENE IV. 
Clo, Hey Roh'uiy jolly RobirL, ull me how my Lady dots. 

Mai, Fool, 

CIo. My Lady is unhln49 perdie. 

Mai. Fool, 

Clo, jilasjt why isjhefo?^ 
Mai. Fool, I fay;- 



Clo. She loves another— ^—.^ytho calls, ha? 

MaL Good fool, as ever thou wilt defenre well at mf 
hand, help me to a candle, and pen« ink, and paper) 9S 
I am a eentleman, I will Jive W be .thankful tp ithee lbr't» 
. Clo. Mr. MalroKo! 

MaL Ay^ good fool. 

Clo. Alas, Sir, how fell you befides your five wits ? 

Mai" Fool, there was never maa io Botpriouily ^bu^M) 
I am as well In my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Ch. Bjtt as well ! then thou art mad^ iodeed, if you 
be nol^etter in your wits than a fool. 

MaL They iiave liere propcrtred me ; heep nae in d»rk- 
iiefs, fiend mixuilers tp me^ ^iTev^ luid 4o aH th<ey qan to face 
me out of my wits* , . 

Cla. Ad^ifeyo«:vhat you fay; the nainiilei is here.— 
MalvoUo, MaK'olio, thy wits the heav'ns rellope: «Rdea* 
votir thyfelf to ileep, and leave tjvy valu Nibble babble^ 
£/« a counterfeit moke.^ 

MaL Sir Topas, 

Clo, Maintain no words with him, good fellow, [Ii^ 
ihe counterfeit vMce. 
^Vho, I,JSar? not I, Sir. God b'wi'you, good Sk To-' 
pas— — [/« his own voice."^ 

^larry, amen. {^Counterfeit'] 1 will, Sir, I ' will. 

[/fi his own voice*"] 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I fay. 

Ch. Alas, Sir, be patient. ^Vhat fay you, Sir? I am 
Oicnt for ipeaking to you. 
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MaL Oood fool, help me to fome light, and fome 
)er; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits^ as a^yioum 
[llyria. 

ulo. Wella-day, that you were, Sir! 
MaL By this hand, I am. Good fool, fome ink, pa- 
, and light ; and convey what 1 fet dow|i to my Lady ^ 
lall advantage thee more thah ever the bearing of let- 
did. 

llo, I will help you to't. Btit tell me true, J^re you 
mad, indeed, or do you but counterfeit ? 
MaL Believe me I am not : 1 tell thee true. 
llo. Nay, 1*11 ne'er believe a madman, till I fee his 
ins. I will fetch you light, and paper, arid ink. 
MaL Fool, I'll requite it in the higheft degree, 
r'ythee be gone. 

Zlo, I am gone 9 Sir^ and anon^ Slty [^Singing', 

ril he with you a^n 
In a triccy like to the old vicey 

Tour need tofujiain : ' ■ 

Who 9tfith dagger oflath^ in his ragt^ and his wratB^ 

Cries, Ah, ha I to the devil: 
Like a mad lad, pare thy nails^ dad, 

jidieu good man driveL £Bxif% 

SCENE V. 

Changes fo another afatimenf in. OHvid^s houfe,- 

Enter Sebq/lian* 

*eL This is the air, that is the glorious fun ; 
s pearl fhe gave me, I do feel't and fce't. 
i thougli 'tis wonder that cnwarps me thus, 

'tis not roadnefs. Where's Antonio then? 
)uld not find him at the Elephant ; 

there he was, and there I found this credit *^, 
It he did range the town toTeek me out. 
counfel now might do me golden fervice;— ^' 

tho' my foul difputes well with my. fenfe, ^ 

it this, may be fome error, but no ihadnefs;. 
doth this accident and flood of foitune 
ar exceed all inilance, all difcourfe f , i 

Ms ^, .ToaJt 

&yi//y, /or account, information. 
ifMfe^, for fen fv ; dijlourfc^ lor icatoo; 
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That I am ready to diftruft mine eyes. 

And wrangle with my •FeadMi, that peribadesime 

To any other truft, but that I'm mad, 

Or elfe the lady's mad ; yet if 'twere fo, 

She could oot fway her houfe, command herforBowoiiB, 

Take, and gifc back affairs, and their dlfpatdi^ 

With fvch a fraooth, diforeet, and ftable bearing. 

As I perceive (he does ; there's fomething in't 

That is deoeivable. But hei% fhe^omes. 

Euter Olivia md Pri^ 

OTt. Bkme not this hafle of mine: if you mean weU, 
Now go wkh nve, and witfh this holy man. 
Into the chantiy by ; there 'before him. 
And underneath t^iat confecrated roof, 
Fh'ght me the full affurauce of your ^h ; 
That my mod jealous and too difftubtful foul ^ 
' May live at peace. He ihaM cojiceal it. 
Whiles you are willing it fhall come to note^ 
What timj we will .our cdebratkxn keq) 
According to my birth. What do you fay? 

Seh, I'll follow this good man, and gx> with yo* ; 
And having fworn truth, ever will be tKue. 

OIL Then lead the way, ^ood father; and heav'ns fo 
fhine, 
That they may fairly nc^e this ad of mine! 

ACT V. SCtENE I. 

^hejhrtet. 
Enter Clown y and Fahlan, 

Fah. JNI OW, as thoH lov'ft me, let me fee hulettcr. 
Clo. Good Mr. Fabian, grant me another wf^pntSu 
Fob* Any thing. 

Clo. Do not <ieiu-e to fee this letter* 
FaL This is to give u do^, ^nd m t^Comjcnfe defirc 
mxdogagain. JiW 
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Snier Duke, Viola^ Curto^ ami Lor^s. 

Duke, Belong you tDtthe I-ady -Olivia, frienda? 
do. Ay, Sir, we are foxne of her trappings. 
Duie, I know thee wdl; how Soft thou, my good 
feUow? 

Clo. Tndy., Sir^ ibe iiettcr for my foes, and the worfe 
for my friends, 

Duke, Juft the .contrary ; -the better &r thy frieodt. 
do. No, Sir, the st^iiftu 
Duke, How can thtt h^i . • 

do, Marry» Sir, thef prstfe »e, and make an aiii cf 
me; now, my foestelljxie piaitily'l aman afs; fo that 
by my foes, Sir, I profit in ihe kivnvlcd^ of myfelf ; and 
by my friends' i fun abufed: So thai coodlafion to be aik- 
ed, is, if your four ACgAtive^ make yoor two aiinnatiires, 
why^ \hm the wojrie 6x my frieods, and the lietter for 
my foes. 

Duke. Why, this 16 ejfxdlent. 

do. By My tiroth. Sir, no, -though it plcafe you to be 
one of my frienda. 

Dttlc* Thou /halt not ht the w»rSc for me, there's 
gold. 

6V0. But that It wpuM be liouUe /ckaitsg, Sir, I would 
you could make tt»ajiioth£C 
Duke. Q» you give me ill ceuDJeL # 

do. Put your Grace in jour pocket, S\xy for this once, 
and let your flefh and blood obey it. 

Duke, Well, I will be fo much a iiooer to be a dotd)Ie- 
dealer: there's another. 

do, Primo^ fseundo.^ terticf is a good play; and the 
old faying k, the third pays for ati: tJie triplex, Sir, is a 
good trippuig meafure ; or the tbells of St. fienaet, Sir, 
may put you in mind, one, two, three. 

Duke. You can fool no more moaxy out of me at this 
throw; if you will let your i^ady Jkjiow I am here to 
fpeak with her, and bring her akmg with you, it may 
awake my bounty further. . . 

do. Marry, Sir, lullaby to your bounty tiU I come a- 

gain. 1 go. Sir; but I would not fasiv^ ^o\xV) \.\>&sk.> 

Biat mydeHrc of itamg ia tke fia a£ Ksn«Vix&MX&\\wfc-^ 

%*. ; *« 
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Kill what I love ? (a favage jealoufy, 

That fometimcs favours nobly.) But hear me this: 

Since you to non-regar dance caft my faith, 

And that I partly know the inftrument, 

That fcrews me from my true place in your favour;. 

Live you the marble-breafted tyrant ftill: 

But this your minion, whom I know you love. 

And whom, by heav*n, 1 fwear, I tender dearly,* 

Him vnH I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he fits crowned in his mailer's fpight. J 

Come, boy, with me ; my thoughts are ripe in mifchieft ] 

Pll facrifice the lamb that I do love, 

To fpight a raven's heart within a dove. L^^ ff^S' 

Fio, And I moft jocund, apt, and wnllingiy, 
To do you reft a thoufand deaths would die. [JoHowtng, 

OIL Where goes Cefario ? 
. . Vto. After liim I love. 

More than 1 love thefe eyes, more thaD- my life ; 
More, by all mores, than e'er I (hall love wife* 
If I do feign, yon witnefTes above 
Punifh my Ufa, for tainting of my love \ 
,. dU, Ay me, detefted! how am I beguil'd? 

Flo* Who does beguile you! who does do you wrong? 

OH. Haft thou forgot thyfelf? Is it fo long? 
Call forth the holy father. 

Duke. Come, away. [To VuiO' 

OTu Whither, my Lord? Cefario, hufb-mdj ftay. 

Duke. Hufband? 

OH. Ay, hu/band. Can he that deny? 

Duke. Her hufband,.firrah? 
• Vio. No, my Lord, not I. 

Olh Alas, it is the bafenefs of thy fear, 
That makes thee ftrangle thy propriety. 
. Fear not, Cefario, take thy fortunes up: 
Be that thou know'ft thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear 'ft. 

Enter PtieJL 

O welcome, father. 

Father, I charge thee by thy reverence. 
Here to unfold (tho' lately we intended 
To. kt^ep ill darknefs, w^\at oceatiou wo^ 
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.eveals before 'tis ripe) what thou doft know 
lath newly pafs'd between this youth and me. 

Prieft, A contradl of eternal bond of love, 
!onfirm*d by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Ltteftcd by the holy clofe of lips, 
trengthen'd by interchangement of your rings; 
^nd all the ceremony of this compaft 
•ealM in my funftion, by my teftimony : 
lince wbcn, my watch hath told me, tow*rd my grave • 
have travelled but two hours. 

. Diuke. O thou diffembling cub ! what wilt, thou be, 
iVhen time hath fow'd a gnzzel on thy cafe ? 
3f will not elfie thy craft fo quickly grow, 
rhat thine own trip fliall be thine overthrow \ 
Farewdl, and take her: but dired thy feet. 
Where thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Vio* My Lord, I do prptcft— — 

OIL O do not fwear; . 
Hold little faith, tho' thou haft too much fear! 

SCENE ly . Enter Sir Andretv, nuith his head broke. 

Sir And, For the love of God a furgeon, and fend oiie 
prefently to Sir Toby. 
• OH. What's the matter? 

Sir And. H'as broke my head acrofs, and giyijn Sir. 
Toby a bloody coxcomb toro : fot' the love of God, your, 
help. I had rather than forty pound I were at« hqitie. 

6/i. Who has 4one this; Sir ^Andrew? • 

^ir./^ii//.. The -Duke's, gentleman, one Cefario; w^ 
took him for a coward, but he's the very devil incardi-- 
nate. •■ •; • ...... 

Duke. My gentleman, Cefario? 

Sir And. Od's lifelings, here he isJ 'You broke my* 
head for nothing; and that ttat I did, 1 was fet onto 
do't by Sir Toby. ' *• ''.'.. •" 

f^io. Why do you fpe^k to- me? I never iiurt you. - ^ 
You drew your fword upon me without caufe ; * ' : ' ^ 
But I befpake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Enter 'Sir Ttiy, ^nd the Clown. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be ?l Wtl, -^om V^^^. 
hurt mc. I think you fet nothing, by a \Aoo^'^ co^eots^." 
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Here comes Sir Toby halting, you flwH htrar mbve; but 
if he had not been in drink, he would have ticklod you 
other gates than he did, 

Duke. How now^ genikman^ how is't with yon? 

Sir To. That's all one, he has Hurt me, and there'sran 
end on't. Sot, didft fee Dick furgSeon, fot ? 

Clo. O he's drunk, Sir Toby, above an hour agoocf 
his eyes vert* fet at eight i* th' morning. 

Sir To. Thtu h<;'« a rogUe, and a pail-meafure Painim. 
I hate a drunken rogue. , ■ • 

0/i. Away with him: who^haith made this iK&vock mith 
them? . \ 

Sir Jind, rilhelp you, Sir Toby, beciHfc we'll W 
drefs'd together. 

Sir To. Will you help an afe-headvami a cDXcoxtxby and 
a knave, a thin-fac'd knave, a gidl? 

[^JExeuni Ch. To. and Aud. 

OH. Get him to bed, and let his hurt, he bok'd to. 

SCENE V: Enter Sclqflian. 

Seh. 1 am forr}% Madam, I have htrrt yonr kinfinan: 
But bad- it bten the brptbef of my blood, 
1 muft have done no lefs vnth wit and fafetyr. 

[ Aflfiandin ama%i. 
You throw a ft range regard on- me,, by wbich ^ 
I doperccKe it hatb offended you; 
I^ardbn me,7fw4»et one, evon for the vows . " 
We made each otli^r, but fo late ago. 

Dukei One face, one voices-one habit j. and kw6 perftuM; 
A nat'ral perfpe^ive, that is, and is not! 

Seh. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
How have the hours radkM a«d tortur'd me. 
Since I haxe Icift th«je ! : 

Seb. Fear'il thou that, Antonio ! 
j^nt^ How- hAve yrtu inade dtvifion of yoorfelf f * 
An apple, cleft in twoy is not more twv>. - ' 

Than thefe two creatures. Which is Sebailian^ 
on. Mofl wonderful! 

Seb. Do I ftand there! I never had a brother: 
Nor can theie be that deity m myvvBlMX^* 
Of here and every \vhtr« Wiai .31^^51,'. 
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^hom the blind waves and furges have devoured. 

f chanty, what kin arc you to me? [To Plola. 

^hat countryman ? what name? what parentage? 

Fio. Of Meflaline ; Sebaftiaii was my father ; 
ich a Scbaftian was my brother too: 
) went he fuited to his wat'ry tjmb. 
fpirlts can aflinne both form and fuit, 
3U come to fright us. 
S.'b. A fpirit I am, indeed ; 
at am in that dimenfion grofsly clad, 
Tiich from the womb I did participate, 
'ere you a woman, as the reft goes even, 
(hould my ttars let fall upon your cheek, 
nd fay, " Thrice welcome, drowned Viola!*' 

THo, My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Seb, And fo had mine. 

F"io. And dy'd that day, when Viola from her birth 
^ad number'd thirteen years. 

Seb. O, that record is lively in my foul; 
[e finifhed, indeed, his mortal a6t. 
"hat day that made my fitter thirteen years. 

f^o. If nothing lets to make us happy both, 
iut this my mafculine ufurp'd attire ; 
)o not embrace me, till each circumftance 
)f place, time, fortune, do cohere and jump, 
Tiat I am Viola; which to confirm, 
'11 bring you to a captain in this town 
\rhere lie my maids' weeds ; by whofe gentle help 

Was preferv'd to ferve this Noble Duke. 
k.11 the occurrence of my fortune fince 
lath been between this Lady and this Lord. 

Seb. So comes it. Lady, you have been miflook : 

[To Olma. 
lut nature to her bias drew in that. 
'^ou would have been contracted to a maid, 
lor are you thei-ein, by my life, deceived; . 
''ou are betrothed both to a maid and man. 

Duke. Be not amaz'd: nght noble is hisblood: 
f this be fo, as yet the glafs feems true, 

(hall have (hare in this moft happy wreck. 
\oy, thou hail faid to me a thoufand tlnvea, \To V\o* 
Tiiw never Ihould'H love woman Uke to mc* 
Vol. 111. • N V'^o^ 
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F^io. And all tliofe fayings will I over-fwear. 
And all thofe fwearings keep as true iii foul, 
As doth that 0i4ied continent the fire, 
That fevers day from night. 

Duie. Give me thy hand, 
And let me fee thee in l^iy woman's weeds. 

P^io. The captain that did bring me firft on fhore, 
Hath my maids' garments: he upon Jbme aftion 
Is now in durance, at Malvolio's fuit, 
A gentleman and follower of my I^ady's. 

&. He (hall enlarge him : fetcli Mai volio hither. 
And yet, alas, now I remember mo, 
They fay, poor geiitltnnan ! he's much diftradl. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter the Ciown *wtth a Utter ^ and Fabian, 

A moft extradling frenzy * of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly ban ifh'd his. 
How does he> firrah ? 

Clo. Truly, Madam, he liulds Belzebub at the ikve'« 
end, as well as a man in his cafe may do: h'as here writ 
a letter to you, I (hould have givcn't you to-day mom- 
inff. But as a madman's epi'ftles are no gofpels, fo it 
ilcills not much when they are dcliver'd. 

OR, Open't, and read it. 

Clo, Look then to be well edify 'd, when the fool de- 
j|irer8 the madman. By the Lord^ Madam y^ 



OIL How now, ait mad? 

Clo. No, Madam ; I do but read madnefs : an jwr 
Ladyftiip will have it as it ought to be, you mud allow i 
mox. 

OIL Pr'ythec read it i' thy right wits. 

Clo» So I do, Madona; but to read his nglit witijB | 
to read thus: therefore perpend, my Princefs, and gn« 
ear. 

0//. Read it you, firrah. [To Fdian. 

Fab [Reads,^ By the Lord^ Madam ^ you turonf f^e, 
find the world Jball inow it : though you hfive put me into 

•/. e, A frenzy that drc^ lat vw^i Itom tl^t-n \\to^V^ >» 
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(hrinefsy an J given your, drunhen uncle rule over me^ yet hcpoe 
I the benefit of myjenfts as well as your I. nth/hip. J have 
your otvn letter thai induced me to the femhJance I put on; 
with the fwhich lAoutl not hut td do niyfelftnucb rights or. you 
muchjbame : thinl of me as you fileafe, /leave my duty a 
htle unthoTtght of^ andfpeak. out cf my itymy. 

The madly ui'd MafwUo. 

Oli. Did he write tliis? 

Clo, Ay, Madam. 

Duie. This favours not ipuch of. <lifl^ra£b'on. 

Oli. S^e lum dieliver'd, Fabian : bring him. hitlicn 
My Lord, fo pleafe you, tliefc things fnrt&ertliought art, 
To think me as well a filter, as a wife ; 
One day fhall crowir th* alli^i^cc on't, fo pleafe you. 
Here at my houfc, and at niy proper cofL 

Zhihe, Madam, f am mofl: apt t' (^rribrace yoiJr oflfqr* 
ITour mafter quits you; and for your, f<?rvice donehin, 
>o muck againft the metal of your, fex, ^To Violtit 

>o far beneath your foftandtend^ bceeding.;, 
'And fince you qajl'd me mafter for fb.long,}' . 
Here is my hand you fhall from thi§i tinae be 
I our maftef'a mifb-ef*^. 

Oil A filler, r— you arc fbe, 

SCENE VII. Enter Maholio. 
Duie, Is this the madraaa? 

Ofu Ay, my Lord, this fame. How now, Malvolio ? 
M4I0 Madam, you have done m« wrongs notorious 
OIL Have I, Malvolio? no. [wrong- 

Med, Lady, you have; pray you, peruf^.thai letter* 

fcpu muft not now deny it is your hand. 

S'ntc from it if you can, in hand or phrafe; 

)c fay, 'tis not your feaU nor your invehtion ; 

fou can fay none of this. Well, grant it then ; 

Vnd tell me in the modefly of honour, 

^y yoti have given me fuqh clear lights of favojur, 

hde me come fmiling and crofs-garter'd to you, 

To put on yellow ftockings, and to frown 

Jpon Sir Toby, and the h'ghter people: 

Vnd adling this in an pbedient hope, 

SThy have you fufFer'd me to be imprifoti'd, 

&pr/Q a dark boufe, vi/ited by the ptkft, 

N 2 KsA 
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And made the moft notorious ^eck, and gull, 
That e'er invention play M on ? tell me, why ? 

0/i» Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing. 
Though, I confefs, much like the charadter: 
But, out of queftion, 'tis Maria's hand. 
And now I do bethink me, it was (he 
Firft told mc thou waft mad; then cam'fl thou fmiling, 
And in fuch forms which here were prefuppos'd * 
Upon thee in the letter : pr'y thee, be content ; 
This pradice hath moft fhrewdly pafs'd upon thee: 
But when we know the grounds and authors of it. 
Thou /halt be both the plaintiff" and the judge 
Of thine own cau£e. 

Fab. Good Madam, hear me fpeak ; 
And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, 
Taint the condition of this prefent hour, 
Which 1 have wondered at. In hope it ftiall not> 
Moft freely i confefs, myfelf and Sir Toby . 
Set this device againft Malvolio here, 
Upon fome ftubbom and uncourteous parts 
We had conceiv'd againft him. Maria writ 
The letter, at Sir Toby's great importance; 
In recompence whereof he hath manied her. 
How with a fportful malice it was foUow'd, 
May rather pluck on laughter than revenge, 
If that the injuries be juftly weigh'd, 
That have on both fides pafs'd. 

OIL Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ! 

Clo. Why, fome are born great, fome ntchteve gre^' 
nefsy and fome have greatnefs thrvji upon them. I was one, SiTi 
in tjiis interlude; one Sir Topas, Sir; but that's all one i 
— by the LordyfooU 1 am not mad; but do you remember, 
Madam, — why laugh you at fuch a barren rafccll any^t 
fmtle noty he's gagged: and thus the whiil-gigg of tifflC 
brings in his revenges. 

MaL I'll be reveng'd on the pack of you. 



0/i. He hath been moft notorioufly abus'.d. 
Duhe, Purfue him, and intreat him to a peace ; 
He hath not told us of the captain yet ; 



' Prr/Mf^os'd lot ttnjojed. 



lU* 



When 
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hcB that IS known, and golden time convents, 
folemn combination ftialf be made 

* our dear fo.ols. ^leap tim^ij f^eet fifterj 

e will not part from hence. — tefario, come; 

or fo you fhall be while you are a man ;) 

It when in other habits you are feen, 

llno*8 miflrefsy and his fancy's queen. [^Exeunt* 

Clown Jtngs* 

* When that I was a Utth tiny hoy. 

With beyt ho, the wind and the raiat 
jifooiyb ihntjr was but atoy^ 

For the rata it raineth every day* 
But when learns to man*s ejiate^ 

With hey, hoy^c. 
'Gainft knaves and thiroes menjbut their gate^ 

For the rain, l^c. 
But when I came, alas! to wive^ 

With hey, ho, ^c. 
Byfwaggering could I never thrive^ 

For the rain, i^c. 
But when I came unto my heds^ 

With hey, ho, Iffc. 
With tofs'potsjlill had drunken heads ^ 

For the rain, ^c* 
A great while ago the world begun^ 

tnth hey, ho, ^c. 
But that*s all one, our plqy is done; 

jind weUlJlrive to pleafe you every day. [Exit. 

N 3 The 



* Thl« poor ft uff appears to be the pUyers, not 8hake%eare'«. 
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SCENE, Ephe/us. 



ACT I. SCENE L 



T/je Duke's palace. 



Enter the Dule of Ephe/us ^ Mgeort^ Jailor^ and othtr 
Attendants. 



JEgeon. Jl ROCEED, Salinus, to procure my fall, 
And by the doom of death end woes and all. 

Djulie. Merchant of Syraeufe, plead no more : 
I am not partial to infringe our laws : 
The enmity, and difcord, which of late 
"'Sprung from the ranc'rous outrage of your Duke, 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, 

iWho, wanting gilders to redeem their lives, 
lave feal'd his rigorous ftatutes with their bloods,) 
Excludes all pity from our threatening looks. 
For, iace the mortal and inteftiive Vax^ 

; The plot take feom tikic JMett«c\>m\ o\ P\ttum* 
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'Twixt thy feditious countrymen and us. 
It hath in folemn fynods been decreed, 
Both by the Syracufans and ourfelves, 
T' admit no traffic to our adverfe towns ; 
Nay, more, if any bom at Ephefus 
Be feen at Syracufan marts and fairs ; 
Again, if any Syracufan bom 
Come to the bay of Ephefus, he di'es : 
His goods confifcate to the Duke's difpofcy 
Unlefs a thoufand marks be levied 
To quit the penalty, and ranfom him. 
Thy fubftance, valu'd at the highcft rate. 
Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 
Therefore, by law thou art condemn'd to die. 

JEgeon, Yet this my comfort, when your words are done. 
My woes end likewifc with the evening-fun. 

Duh, Well, Syracufan, fay, in brief, the caufe, 
Why thou depart ed'll from thy native home ; 
And for what caufe thou cam'ft to Eplwfua. 

^geon, A heavier tafk could not have been impos'd, 
Than 1 to fpeak my grief unfpeakable : 
Yet that the world may witnefs, that my end 
Was wrought by nature *, not by vile offence. 
Ml utter what my forrow gives me leave. 
Jn iSyracufa was I born, and wed 
Unto a woman, happy but for me ; 
And by me too, had not our hap been bad : 
With her 1 liv*d in joy; our wealth increased. 
By profperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum; till my fadlor's death. 
And the great care of goods at random left, 
Drew me from kind embracement of my fpHJufc; 
From whom my abfence was not fix montUs old. 
Before h erf elf (aim oft at fainting under 
The plcafmg punifliment that women bear) 
Had made provifion fur her following me, 
And foon, and fafe, arrived where 1 was. 
There fhe had not been long, but (he became 
A joyful mother of two goodly fons ; 
And, which was ftrangc, the one fo like the other, 

* g\f, Bysi mtur^l event, by the coxafe gi t wVv3i^ti^%% 



^j TH£ COMEDY OF ERRORS. 

As could not be diftingiiifli'd but by names. 
That very hour, and in th? felf-fame inn, 
A poor mean woman was deKvered 
Of fuch a burden, male twins both alike: 
Thofe (for the parents were exceeding poor) 
1 bought, and brought up to attend my fons. 
My wife, not meanly proud of two fuch boys, 
Made daily motions for pur home-return : 
Unwilling, I agreed: alas, too foon! 
We came aboard. 

A league from Epid^num had we faii'd. 
Before the alway? wind-obeying 4eep 
Gave any tragic inftance of our harm ; 
But longer did we not retain much hope: 
For what pbfcured light the heav'ns did grant, 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warranit of iipmediate death ; 
Which tho' myfelf would gladly have embraced. 
Yet the inceflant weeping of my wife, 
(Weeping before, for what fhe faw muft come,) 
And piteous plainings of the pretty babes, 
That maun-i*d for fafhion, ignorant what to fear, 
Forc'd ifie to feely delays for^ them and me. 
And this it was; (for other means were none.) 
The failors fought for fafety by our boat. 
And left the fhip, then finking- ripe, to us; 
My wnfe, more careful for the elder born. 
Had faften'd him unto a fmall fpare mail. 
Such as (eafaring men provide for florms ; 
To him one of the other twins was bound, 
Whilil I had been Uke heedful of the other. 
The children thus difpos'd, my wife and I, 
Fixing our eyes on whom our care was fix'd, 
Faften'd ourfelves at eijher end the maft; 
And floating ftraight, obedient to the ftreara, 
Were carry 'd towards Corinth, as we thought. 
At length the fun, gazipg upon the earth, 
Difpers'd thofe vapours that offended us; 
And, by the benefit of his wifh'd light. 
The feas wax'd calm ; and wc difcover'd 
Tiro fhips from far making amain to us. 
Of Corinth that, of Epidauru^xH**, 
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But ere they came — Oh, let me fay no more! 

Gather the fequel by that went before. 

Duke, Nay, forward, old man, do not break off fa; 

For we may pity, tha' not pardon thee. 

M^^eon. Oh, had the gods done fo, I had not now 

Wortliily term'd them merdlefs to us. 

For ere the (hips could meet by twice five leagues. 

We were encountered by a mighty rock; 

Which being violently borne upon. 

Our helplefs (hip was fplitted in the midft : 

So that, in this unjuil divorce of us. 

Fortune had left to both of ns alike 

What to deh'glit m, what to forrow for. 

Her part, poor foul! fecmingas burdened 

With leffer weight, but not with leffer woe, 

Was carry 'd with more fpced before the wind. 

And in our fight they three were taken up 

By iilhermen of Corinth, as we thought. 

At length, another ihip had feiz'd.on us; 

And knowing whom it was their hap to fave, 

Gavehelpfiil welcome to their fhipwreck'd guefts; 

And would have reft the lifhers of their prey. 

Had not their bark been vei y flow of fail ; 

And therefore homeward did they bend their courfe.— 

TTius have you heard me fever'd from myblifs; 

That by misfortunes was my life prolong'd, 

To tell fad llories of my own mifhaps. 

Duke., And, for the fakes of them thou forrow'ft for^ 

Do me the favour to dilate at full 

What hath befall' n of them, and thee, till now. 

JEgeon. My younged boy, and yet my eldeft care, 
At eighteen yeai s, became iiiquilltive 
After his brother: and importun'd me. 
That his attendajit (for his cafe was like, 
Reft of his brother, but retained his name) 
Might bear him company in quell of him: 
Whom whilil I laboured of a love to fee, 
1 hazarded the lofs of whom I lov'd. 
Five fummers have 1 fpent in fartheft Greece, 
Roaming clean through the bounds of Afia, 
A nd coaih'n^ honieu ai d, came to "ELT^Ut-tw^x 

Hopekfs to Bnd, yet loath to leave uuiou^V, 



O^ 



154 THC COMEDY OF ERROIVS' /^l 

Or that, or any place that harbours men^ 
But here muft end the ftory of my h'fe ; 
An4.happy wei-c I in my tjmely dtdXh^ 
Could ail my travels warrant me they live. 

Duie, Haplefs ^gcon, whom tlie &tes have marked 
To bear th' extremity of dire miihap: 
Now, tnift me, were it not againil our laws, 
(Which princes, would they, may not difarniulj} 
Againll my crown, my oatb» my dignity. 
My foul fhould fuc as advocate for thee.. 
But, tho' thou art adjudged to the deaths 
And pafied fentcnce may not be reeall'd. 
But to our honour's g^eat difparagement J 
Yet will I favour thee in what I can ; 
1 therefore, merchant, Irmk thee this day^ 
To feek thy life by beneficial help : 
Try all the frienda thou h^ft in Ephefus, 
Beg thou, or borrow, to make up the fum> 
And live ; if not, then thou art dooqa'd to dic# 
Jailor, take him to thy cuilody. 

[ Exeunt DuUff, cm4 /nwJn 

yai/. I will, my Lord. 

jE^eon» Hopelefs and helplefs doth iEgeon, wend. 
But t9 procrailinate his lifelcfs end. 

[^^x/^uni Mgeotii and yoilQjr^ 

SCENE II. Changs^t to theJreeL 

Enter Antlpholis ofSyracufe^ a M$rchanij and DromloF. 

Mer. Thjerefore give out, you are of Eprdamuum^ 
Left tha^t your goods too foon be confifc^te* 
This veiy day, a Syracufan merchant 
Is apprdiended for. arrival here ; 
And, not being able to buy out his life, 
According to the ft^ute of the town, 
Dies ere the weary fun fet in the weft: 
There is your money that I had to keep. 

Ant, Go bear it to the Centaur, wheie we hoft. 
And ftay there, Dromio, till I come to thee : 
Within tliis liour it will be dinner-time; 
Till that V\\ view' the manners of the towu^ 
Pcrufc the traders, gaze upou t\vc W\\jJi^\\^%, 



6c. 3. THE COMEDY OF ERROlKS. 155 

And then return, atid flecp within mine inn ; 
For with long travel I am ftifF and Areary. 
Get thee away. 

Dro. Many a man would take you at your word, 
And go indeed, having fo good a means. 

{Exit Drornio. 

Ant, A trufly villain, Sir, that ver}" oft. 
When I am dull ^ith care and melancholy, 
I-.ightens my humour with his merry jefls. 
What, will you v^'alk with me about tlie town. 
And then go to the inn, and dine wnth me ? 

Mer, 1 am invited, Sir, to certain merchantar. 
Of whom I liope to make much benefit : 
I crave your pardon. Soon at five o'clock, 
Pleafe you, I'll meet with you ujjon the mart. 
And afterwards confort you till bed-time : 
My prefent bufinefs calls me from you now. 

Avt, Farewell till then ; I will go lofe myfelf, 
And wander up and down to view the city. 

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. 

\^ExU Merdanf. 

SCENE III. 

jfnt. He that con\mends me to my own content, 
Commends me to the thing I cannot get, 
I to the world am like a drop of water. 
That in the ocean feeks another drop. 
Who falling there to find his fellow forth, 
Upfeen inquifitive • "confounds himfelf: 
So I, to find a mother and a brother. 
In quell of them, unliappy, lofe myfelf. 

■Enter Dromlo of Ephcfus. 

Here comes the almanack of liiy true date. 

What now? how chance thou art returned fo foon? 

E. Dro, Retuhi'd fo foon ? rather approach 'd too late 
The capon bums, the pig falls fr6m I he fpit. 
The clock has ftruckcn twelve upon tlic bell; 
Mymifkrcfa made it one upon my cVvetV.^ 
She 13 fo hot, becaufe the meat is co\d\ 
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The meat is cold, becaufe you come not home; 
You come not home, becaufe you have no ttoraach: 
You have no ftomach, haWng broke your faft; 
But we, that know what 'tis to fail and pray, 
Are penitent for your default to-day. 

jitit. Stop in your wind, Sir; tell me this, I pray, 
Where you have left the money that I gave you ? 

E. Dro. Oh,— fixpence that I had a Wednefday laft, 
To pay the faddler for my miftrefs' crupper ? 
The faddler had it. Sir; I kept it not. 

jint. I am not in a fportive humour now; 
Tell me and dally not, where is the money ? 
We being ftrangcrs here, how dar'ft thou truft 
So great a charge from thine own cuftody ? 

E. Dro. I pray you, jeft. Sir, as you fit at dinner: 
I from my miftrefs come to you m poft ; 
If 1 return. 1 fiiall be poft indeed; 
For fhe will fcore your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks your maw, like mine, fhould be your clock, 
And ftrike you home without a mefttnger. 

jint. Come, Dromio, come, thcfc jelis areout of feafon; 
Referve them till a merrier hour than this. 
Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

E. Dro, To me, Sir? why, you gave no gold to me. 

jint. Come on. Sir Knave, have done your fooliftmefs; 
And tell me how thou haft difpos*d thy charge? 

E, Dro. My charge was but to fetch you from the 
mart 
Home to your houfe, the Phoenix, Sir, to dinner; 
My miftrefs and her lifter ftay for you. 

^nt. Now, as I am a Chriftian anfwer me. 
In what fafe place you have beftowM my money; 
Or I ftiall break that merry fconce of yours. 
That ftands on tricks when, I am undifpos'd: 
Where are the thoufand marks thou hadft of me? 

E, Dro, I have fome marks of yours upon my jute; 
Some of my miftrefs' marks upon my ftioulders ; ^"^ 
But not a thoufand maiks between you both.— — 
If 1 ftiould pay your Worftiip thofe again, 
Perchance you will not bear them patiently. 
jfnf. Thy miftrefs' maiks*, wWl tCA^iefs, (LavCt haft 
thou \ ^ 
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E. Dro. Your Worfhip's wife, my miftrefa at the 

Phcenfx ; 
le that doth fell till you come home to dinner; 
nd prays that you will hie you home to dinner. 
yi.it What wilt thou flout me thus uijto my face, 
nng forbid ? there take you that, Sir Knave. 
E. Dro, What mean you. Sir, for God's fake hold 

your hands ; 
ay, an you will not, Sir, Pll take my heels. 

TExit Dromto* 
Ant, Upon my life, by fome device or other, 
he villain is o'er-wiought of all my money, 
hey fay» this, town is full of cozenage ; 
s nin^.ble jugglers that deceive the eye ; 
rug-working forcerers that change the mind; 
)iil-killing witches that deform the body; 
ifguifed cheaters, prating mountebanks, 
nd many fuch like libertines of fin : 
' it prove fo, I will be gone the fooner. 
11 to tlie Centaur, to go feek this flave : 
greatly fear my money is not fafc. £Exit, 

ACT II. SCENE I. 

T/je houfe of Antipholis of Ephefus. 

Enter Adriana and Luciano • 

Adr. i.^ EITHER my hurt)and, nor the flave returned, 
hat in fuch hafte I fcnt to feek his mailer! 
jre Luciana, it is two o'clock. 

Luc. Perhaps fome merchant hath invited him, 
.nd from the mart he's fomewhere gone to dinner: 
rood fifter, let us dine, and never fret. t 

Lis mafl:er of his liberty : 






_ I their mafter ; and when they fee time, 
'hey '11 go or come ; if fo, be patient, fifter. 

Adr, Why fliould their liberty than ours be more? 

Luc, Becaufe their bufinefs ft ill lies out a-door. 

Adr, Look, when I ferve hin\{o,Vve V^t^*\\.*^% 

Imc. Oh, know, he is the bviffle ot \o\xt V-J^ 

Vol. IIU O AAt^ 
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, Adr* Tliere's none but afTes will be bridled fo. 

Luc. Why, head-ftrong liberty is lafh'd with woe. 
There's nothing fituate under heav*n*s eye. 
But hath its bound in earth, in fea, in fl<:y : 
The beafts, the fifhes, and the winged fowls. 
Are their male^' fobje^s, and at their controids. 
l\(llen more divine, the matters of all thefe. 
Lords of the wide world, and wide wat'ry Teas, 
Endu'd with iritelkdlual fenfe and foul, 
Of more pre-eminence than fifh and fowl. 
Are matters to their females, and their lords: 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 

Adr. This fervitjude makes you to keep unwed. 

Luc, Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 

Adr. But wtxt you wedded, you would bear fome fwai 

Luc, Ere I learn love, I'll pradlife to obey. 

Adr» How if your hufband ftart fbme other where ?. 

Luc. Till he come home again, 1 would forbear. 

Adr. Patience u^mov'd, no marvel tho* fhe paufe ; 
They can be meek that have no other caufe : 
A wretched foul, bruis'd with adverfity. 
We bid be quiet, when we hear it cry ; 
But were we burdened with like weight of pain, 
As much, or more, we fhould ourfelves complain. 
-So thou, that haft no unkind mate to grieve thee. 
With urging helplefs patience would'ft relieve me ; 
But if thou live to fee like nght bereft. 
This fool-begg*d patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day but to try ; 
Here comes your man, now is your hufband nigh. 

SCENE II. Enter Dromlo of Ephefut. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy matter now at hand ? 

E. Dro. Nay, he's at two hands, with me, and that n 
two ears can witnefs. 

^^Adr. Say, didft thou fpeak with him ? know' J 
his mind? j 

E. Dro. Ay, ay, he told me his mind upon mine^ 
Befhrew his hand, I fcarce could underftand it. 

Luc. Spake he fo doubtfully, thou could'ft not fed 1 

£. Dro. Nay, He ftruck to p\aiuVY> 1 C5>v\.^ Vq^^ 
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feel his blows; and^ withal fo doubtfully, that I could 
fcarce underftand them. 

Adr, But fay, I pr'ythee, is he coming home ? 
It feems he hath great care to pleafe his wife, 

E. Dro, Why, miftrefs, Ture my matter is horn-mad. 

Adr, Horn-mad, thou villain ! 

E, Dro, I mean not cuckold mad; but fure he's ftark 
When I defir'd him f o come home to dimier, [mad : 

He aik'd me for a thoiifand marks in gold : 
*Tis dinner-time, quoth I ; My gold, quoth he : 
Your meat doth burn> quoth I ? My gold, quoth he ; 
Will you come home, quoth I ? My gold, quoth he j 
Where is the thoufand marks I gave thee, villain ? 
The pig, quoth I, is biirn'd ; My gold, quoth he ; 
My miftrefs. Sir, quoth I ; Hang up thy miftrefs \ 
I know not thy miftrefs; out on ihy miftrefs I 

Luc. Quoth who? 

E. Dro, Quoth my ihafter : - 
I know, quoth he, no houfe, no wife, no miftiefs;^ 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 
I thank him, I bare home upon my fhoulderS; 
For, in conclufion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou flave, and fetch him home.^ 

E, Dro. Go back again, and be new beaten home ? 
For God's fake fend fome other mcflengcr. 

Adr. Back, flave, or I will break thy pate acrofs." 

E, Dro. And he will blefs that crofs with other beatings 
Between you I ftiall have a holy head. 

Adr. Hence, prating peafant, fetch thy mafter home. 

E. Dro. Am I fo round with you as you with me> 
That hTce a foot-ball you do fpum mc thus? 
You fpum me hence, and he will fpum me hither : 
If I laft in this fervice, you muft cafe me in leather. 

lExit. 

« SCENE HI. ''^ 

Fre, how impatience lowreth in your face ? 
Adr. His company muft do his minions grace, 
Whilft I at home ftarve for a merry look. 
Hath homely age th' alluring beauty looW 
From my poor chcet ? then,, he \iat\i w^Sl^4. \\.- 

O 2 ^^ 
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Are my difcourfes dull? barren my wit? 
If voluble and (harp difcourfe be marr'd, 
Unkindnefs blunts it, more than marble hard. 
Do their gay veflments his affedtions bait ? 
That's not my fault : he's mafter of my ftatc. 
What ruins are in me, that can be fouiid 
By him not ruin*d? then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures. My decayed fair 
A funny look of his would foon repair. 
But, too unruly dear, he breaks the pale. 
And feeds from home; poor I am but his ftale. 

Luc. Self-harming jealoufy ! — ^fie, beat it hence. 

A Jr. Unfeeling fools can with fuch wrongs difpeiife. 
I know his eye doth homage other-where ; 
Or elfe what lets it, but he would be here ? 
Sifter, you know he promised me a chain ; 
Would that alone, alone, he would detain. 
So he would keep fair 4|]uartcr with his bed. 
%Jb^t the j^mel beft enameled, 
' W3t Ipfc his beauty; and the gold bides ft ill, 
That others touch; yet often touching wjll 
'Wear gold: and fo no man that hath a name. 
But falfehood, and cprnjption, doth it ftiame. 
Since that my beauty cannot pleafe his eye, 1 

I'll weep what's left away, and weeping die. r 

Luc. How many fond fools ferve mad jealoufy ! j 

SCENE IV. Changes to the Jlre.L 

Enter jini'^hol'if of Syracufe. 

Ant. The gold I gave to Dromio is laid up 
S,afe at the Centaur ; and the heedful (lave 
Is wander'd foith in care to feek me out. 
By computation, and mine hoft's report, 
I could not fpeak with Dromio, fince at firft 
I f«nt him from the mart. See, Ixere he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Syracufs. 
How nowy Sivi is your meiv^' \\\invo>3iY ilter'd? 
As you lovG ftrokcsj, £o je^ wvxi\ xa^ ^'^txvw* ,^ 
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You know no Centaur? you receiv'd no gold? 
Your millrefs £ent to have me home to dinner? 
Your houfe was at the Phoenix ? \vaft thou mad, 
That thus fo madly thou didft anfwer me? 

S. Dro. What anfwer, Sir? when fpakc I fuch a word? 
jint. Even now, even here, not half an hour iince. 
•S. Dro, I did not fee you fmce you fent me hence, 
Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
jint. Villain, thou didft deny the gold's receipt j 
And told'ft me of a miftrefs, and a dinner; 
For which I hope thou felt' ft 1 was difplcas'd. 

S. Dro, I'm glad to fee you in this merry vein : 
What means this jeft, I pray you, mafter, tell me ? 

Ant, Yea, doft thou jeer and flout me in the teeth ? 
Think'ft thou 1 jeft ? hold, take thou that, and that. 

\Beats D/TB. 
S, Dro, Hold, Sir, for God's fake, now your jeft is 
earneft ; f^ 

Upon what bargain do you give^Rne ? 

Ant, Becaufe that I familiarly fometime» 
Do ufe you for my fool, and chat with you, J|^ 

Your faucinefs will jeft upon my love. 
And make a common of my ferious hours. 
When the fun fhines, let foolifh gnats make fport? 
But creep in crannies when he hides his beams. 
If you will jeft with me, know my afpeC^, 
And fefhion your demeanour to my looks; 
Or I will beat this method * in your fconce f . 

O 3 SCENE 

♦ Method, for inftrudion; 

t your fconce. 

S, Dro, Sconce, call you it ? fo you would leave battering, I had 
rather have it a head; an you ufe thefe blows loog, 1 moft get-a 
icoDce for my head, and infconce it coo, or elfe 1 (hall feck my wit 
inj^hmilders. But, I pray. Sir, why am 1 beaten? 
^^^^kpft thou not know? 
^^PPf. Nothing, Sir, but that I am beaten. 
jtttt. Shall 1 tell you why? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, and wherefore; for, they (ay, every why hath 
a wherefore. 

Ant. Why, iSrft, for flouting me; and when yrlxtttlott^iot mx^tx'ij^ 
k ike fecond time to me. 
§* pr9. Wa$ ckfjrc cvct any aiaa thw U^uu gvx ^t to.l<(iti. 
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SCENE V. Enter j^driaiM and Luciana, 

Adr, Ay, ay, Antipholls, look ftrange and frown, 
Some other miftrefs hath thy fweet afpe£tij : 
I am not Adriaim, nor thy W\it, 
The time was once, when thou, lunirgM, wouldd vow,. 

* That never wordis were miilk to thine ear, 

* That never objeti plcafing in thine eye, 

* That never touch well welcome to thy haod,^ 

* That 

When, In |hc why, and wherefore, ic neither rhyme ner reafon? 
Well, Sir, 1 thank yoiu 

Ant, Thank me, Sir, for what? 

S» Dro. ]Marry, Sir, for this fomething th^ you gave me fbr 
nothing. 

Anh IMI make you amends ncit, to give you nothing for foiae- 
thing. But fay. Sir, is it dinner-time.^ 

S, Dro, No, Sir, I thiok the meat wants that 1 ba.ve. 

Ant, In good time, Si]^|Lhat*8 thali 

S. Dro. Bafting. ^V 

Ant, Well, Sir, then *twill be dry. 

S, Dro. l£ it be, Sir, I pray you cat none of it. 

Ant, Your reafon? 

S, Dro, Left it make yon choleric, andpurchafe me another drf- 
hading. 

Ant, Well, Sir, learn to jeft in good time; there*8 a. time for all 
things. 

S, Dro, I durft have denyM that, before you were fO'choleriiQ. 

Ant, By what rule Sir! 

S,Dro, Marry, Sir, by a.rulp. as plain as the bald- pate of£k 
thcrTime himfelf. 

^nr. I-.et*8 hear it. 

S. Dro. There's no time for a man to recover his hair, that growi- 
bald by nature. 

Ant. May he not do it by fine and recovery? 

5. Dro, Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and recover the loft hair 
of another man. 

Ant, Why is Time fuch a niggard of hair, being, as it is, fo pUor 
tiful an excrement? - . 

5. Dro. Bccaufe it is a bkflihg that he beftows on b^|^^aoi 
what he hath fcantcd men in hair,^hc hath given them j 

Ant, Why, but there's many a man hath more hair r 

S. Dro, Not a man of thofe, but he hath the wit to loB 

Ant, Why, thou didl^ conclude hairy men plain dealers without 
wit. • . . 

3. Dro, The plainer dealer; the fooncr loft; yet he lofeth rt in a^ 
kmd of jollity. 
Ant. For i^'hat rcafbnl • .^^ 



1 be|^: ad 
lolNRair. 
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*■ That never meat fvveet-favour'd in tliy tafte, 

* Unlefs I fpake, or look'd, or touch'd or earv'd.' 

How comes it now, my hufband, oh, how comcii it,. 

That thou art thus cllranged from thyfelf ? 

Thyfelf 1 call it, being ftrange to me. 

That, undividable, incorporate. 

Am better than thy de'ar fclf 's better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyfelf from me i 

For lyiow, my love, as eafy may'll thou fall 

A drop af water in the breaking gulf, 

And take un^ingled thence that dxopagaiB,. 

Without addition or diraiciifhing, 

As take from me thyfelf, and not me too. 

How dearly woul4;it touah thee to the quiek„ 

Should'ft thou but hear i were licentious? 

And that this body cpnfecrate to thee,. 

By ruffian lufl: fhould be contaminate ? 

WoukVft thou not fpit at me, mJ fpurn at mc^. 

And hurl, the name of hufbanJjJPnjy face. 

And tear, the ftain'd ikin of my harlot-brow, 

And from my fali'e hand cut the wedding-ring,. 

And break it with a deep djvorcing vow ^ 

I know thou can'll; and therefore fee thou do it. 

I am poffefs'd with an adultei*ate blot ; 

My blood is nungled with the grime of lufi::. 

F<Jr 

S. Dro. For two, and fou^d ones too* 

Ant. Nay, not found, I pra.y you. 

S. Dro. Sure ones then. 

Ant. Nay, not fure in a thing felling. 

S. Dro. Certain ones then. 

Ant. Name them. 

S. Dro. The one to fave the money that he fpend? in trying; th« 
•ther, that at dinner they (houkl not drop in his porridge. 

Ant. You wuuld all this time have prov'd there t;» cu time for all 
t hing s. 
jtt^o. Marry, and did, Sir; namely, no time to recover hair loft: 

^^nt. But your reafon was not fubftantial, why there is no timt 
to recover. 

S. Dro. Thus I mend it: Time himfclf is bald, and, therefore to 
the world's end will have bald followers. 

Ant. I knew 'twould be a bald concluliouv b^X^^^W. H<Vi^Hi^^ 
w yonderf 
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For if wc two be one, and thou play falfe, 

1 do digeftthepoifonof thy flefh, 

Being ftrumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league, and truce with thy true bed ; 

1 live diilain'd, thou undi(honoured. ^ 

jfnt. Plead you to me, fair dame? I know you not ; 
In Ephefua I am but two hours old. 
As ftrangc unto your town as to your talk *. 

Luc, Fie, brother! how the world is chang'd with 
When were you wont to ufe my fitter thus? [you I 

She fent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

jint. By Dromio ? 

S. Dro. By me? 

Adr, By thee ; and thus tliou didft return from him, 
That he did buffet thee; and in his blows 
Dcny*d my houfe for his, me for his wife. 

jint. Did you converfe, Sir, with this gentlewoman? 
What is the courfe and^j^t of your compa6^? 

S. Dro, I, Sir, I nelRaw her till this time. 
Ant. Villain, thou lieft ; for even her very words 
Didft thou deUver to me on the mart. 

S. Dro, I never fpoke with her in all my life, 

Ant. How can fhe thus then c^ us by our names, 
Unlefs it be by infpiration ? 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, 
To counterfeit thus grofsly with your flave, 
Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ? 
Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt f , 
But wrong not that wrong- with a more contempt. 
Come, I will faften on this fleeve of thine; 
«* Thou art an elm, my hufband, I a vine : 
« Whofe weaknefs, marry 'd to thy ftronger ftatc, 
** Makes me with thy ftrength to communicate f ^ 
*< If aught poffefs thee from me, it is drofs, 
** Ufurping ivy, briar, or idle mofs ; 
« Who all for want of pruning, with intrufion 
" Infed: thy fap, and live on thy confufion." 



^ift 



♦ as to your talk. 

Who, every word by all my wit being fcann*^,- 
WiDti wit in all one word to uad^c&and. 
liUc. Fie, brother, &c. 

f £xemft iot efiran^ad^ 
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\Ant, To mc fhe fpeaks ; /he moves me for her theme j 
What, was I marry 'd to her in my dream? 
Or lleep I now, and tliink T hear all this? 
What error drives our eyes and ears amifs? 
Until [ know this fure uncertainty, 
rU entertain the'fevoiur'd fallacy. 

Luc. Dromio, go bid the fervants fpread for dinner *• 

Adr. Come, come, no longer will I be a fool, 
To-put the finger in the eye, and weep, 
Whilft man and mailer laugh my woes to fcorn. 
Come, Sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate^ 
Hufband, I'll dine above with you to day. 
And (hrive you of a thoufand idle pranks; 
Sirrah, if any aik you for your mafter. 
Say he dines forth, and let no creature enter; 
Come, filler; Dromio, play the porter well. 

jint. Am 1 in earth, in heaven, or in hell I 
Sleeping or waking, m^d or welVfdvis'd ? 
Known unto thefe,'"and to myfelWifguiti'd ? 
rn fay as they fay, diniA perfevere fo; 
And in this mift at all adventures go- 

S. Dro. Mafter, fliall I be porter at the gate ? 

Adr* Ay, let none enter, left I break your p%tc. 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholis, we dine too late. 

Exeunt, 

ACT 



I 



-fpread for dinner. 



5. Dro, Oh, for my beads! I croft mc for a Cnncr. 
TIu8 18 the Fairy land: oh, fpight of fpi^htbl 
Wc talk with gobliua, owls, and elviih fpnghts; 
If we obey them not, this will cnlue, 
7hey*U i'uck our breath, and pinch us black and blue. 

Xw. Why prat'ft thou to thyfclf, and anfwcr'll not? 

.5. Dro, I am transforniM, M after, am not I? 

Ant I think thou art in mind, and lb am I. 

S. Dro. Nay, Mader, both in mind and in my fhape. 

Jilt. Thou haft thine own form. 

SJ^ro. No; lam an ape. 

jH^thou art changM to aught, 'tis to«n afs. 

S^fro. * ristrue; (he rides mc, and I long fcrgrai*, 
Ti«fo, I am an afs; clfe it could never be, 
But i ihould know her, as wcl! as llic knows me.. 

Adr^ Come, couie^^c. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

Thejlreet before ^ntip1}olis*s boufe. 

Enter AnttphoTts of Epbefus^ Drovm^of Ephefusy Angelo^mi 
Bahha%ar* 

P 

jB. Ant. V-T OOD Signior AngeIo,you muft excufe u^ 
My wife 18 (hrewifh when I keep not hours; 
Say, that I lingered with you at your (hop 
To fee the making of her carkanet ; 
And that to-morrow you will bring it home; 
But here's a villain, that would face me down* 
He met me on the mail, and that 1 beat him ; 
And charg'd him with a thoufand marks in gold ;- 
And that I did deny my wife and houfe : 
Thou drunkard, thou, what didll thou mean by -this X \ 
1 think thou art an afs. 

-E. Dro, Marry, fo it doth appear 
By the wrongs 1 fuffer, and the blows I bear; 
1 fhould kick, being kick'd ; and, being at that pafcs 
You would keep from my heels, and beware of an afs. 

E. Ant. Y'are fad, Signior Balthazar. Pray God, our 
cheer 
May anfwer my goodrwill, and your good welcome here f" 

But 

\ • mean by this? 

£, Dro, Say what you will, Sir; but I know what I know; 
That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to ihow: 
If the ikin were parchment, and the blows you gave were iol^ 
Your own hand- writing would tell you what 1 think. 

£. Ant. I think, &c. 



• good welcome here. 



£ai, I hold your dainties cheap, Sir, and your welcome dear. 
£. Ant. ^h i Junior Balthazar, either at fiefti or fi(b, 
A tabL-A-'i o. wcVon^e makes fcarce one dainty diih. -^ 
Bal, Gmo I ;r.r '' . , .'ir. is common; that every churl afibfW. 
/", / •;, .' nc w:\rr cwu, more common; for that's nothing fcoC 

i- ■ ' " -I \\\ c\i.\>:\ -.A yc:-x .v 'Icome, makes a merry feaft. 
. •■ . u" ; . \. • t^nd more fparing gueft : 
■'. TA \\\ ^ood ^wt\ 
/w V. w uot w "vlVv Vft\X« Vw.n. 

•it>Ul, lL^A„f &*.«.• 
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ut, foft ; my door is lock'd ; go bid them let us. in. 
E. Dro. Maudy Bridget^ Marian, Cicely ^ Gillian^ Gtnni 
S. Dro, [^WUhlru] Mome, malt-horfe, capon, coxcomb, 

idiot, patch ! 
ither get thee from the door, or fit down at the hatch : 
>oft thou conjure for wenches, that thou call'ft for fuch 

ftore, 
i^en one is one too many ? go, get thee from the door f . 

Mr. 



-get thee from the door. 



E. Dro, What patch is made our porter? my mafter (lays ia the 
ftrcet. 

5. Dro. Let him vtralk from whence he came, left he catch cold 
on*s feet. 

E, Ant. Who talks within there? hoa, open the door. 

S, Dro, Right, Sir; Til tell you when, an you'll tell me where- 
fore. 

E. Ant. Wherefore ? for my dinner: I have not dined to-day. 

E. Dro. Nor to-day here you muft not: come again when you 

may. 
E. Ant. What art thou that keep'ft me out from the houfe I 
owe? 

S. Dro. The porter for this time, Sir, and my name is Dromh, 

£. Dro. O villain, thou haft ftol'n both mine office and my name: 
rhe one ne*er got me credit, the other mickle blame. 
If thou had'ft been Dromio to- day in my place. 
rhott would'ft have changM thy face for a name, or thy name for 
an afs. 

Zuce. [IVithin.'] What a coil is there, Dromio? who are thofe at 

£. Dro, Let my mafter in, Luce. £the gate? 

Luce. *Faith, no; he comes too late; 
Lod fo tell your nfiafter 

E. Dro. O Lord, I muft laugh; 
Jave at you with a proverb. — Shall I fet in my ftaff? 

Litce. ■ Have at you with another; that's when can you tell? 

S. Dro. If thy name be caird Luce, Luce, thou haft anfwer*d him 
well. 

E, Anf' Do you hear, you minion; you'll let us in, I trow? 

Luce. I thought to have aik'd you. 

S. Dro, And you fatd. No. 

£; Dro. So, come, help, well ftruck; there was blow for blow. 

£. Ant, Thou baggage, let me in. 
' Luce. Can you tell for whefe fake? 

E, Dro. Mafter, knock the door hard. 
^ Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 

jB. Ant. You'll cry for this, minion, if I beat the door down. 

Luce. What needs aij that, and a pair o£ ftocVs m vW x.<i^\;i 

Adr, [ffstbin.} "Who is that, &c. 
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jlcir, llVithin.'] Who is that at the door, that kctp« 

all this noife? 
S, Dro, By my troth, your town is troubled with un- 

ruly boys. 
E, /lilt. Arc you there, wife ? you might have come 

before. 
Mr. Your wife, Sir Knave! go get you from the 

door *. 
E. Ant. Go get thee gone, fetch me an iron-crow. 
Bnl. Have patience, Sir: Oh, Jet it not be fo. 
Herein you war againil your reputation. 
And draw within the compafs of fufpcdi: 
Th* unviolated honour of your wife. 
Once, this, — your long experience of her wifdom, 
Her fober virtue, years and modefty, 
Plead on her part fome caufe to you unknown; 
And doubt not. Sir. But fhe will well excufc. 
Why at this time the doors are barr'd againft you. 
Be ruPd by me, depart m patieuce. 
And let us to the Tyger all to dinner; 
And about evening come yourfelf alone. 

To 

• j^Sr. — — pet you from the door. 

E. Dro If you went in pain, mafter, this hrave wouldgo fore. 

An^. Here is neither cheer, Sir, uor welcome; we would ftil 

have either. 
PaJ. In Debating which was beft, we (hall have part with neither. 
K. Dro. They Oand^itthedocT, maftcr; bid them welcome hither. 
E. Ant, There** fomething in the wind that we cannot get in. 
E Dro, You would fav fo, mafter, if your garments were tbio. 
Your cake here is warm within: you Hand here in the cold: 
It would make a man mad as a buck to be fo bought and fold. 
E. Ant. Go fetch mefomething, 1*11 break ope the gate. 
S. Dro Break any thing here, and I'll break your knave's pate. 
E. Dro. A man 'may break 9 word with you, Sir, and wordaare 
but wind; 
Ay, and break it in your face, fo he break it not behind. 

S. Dro, It feems, thou wanteft breaking; out upon thee, lliod! 
E. Dro, Here's too much, out upon thee/ I pray thee let me in. 
S. Dro. Ay. when fowls have no feathers, and fiih have no fOL 
E, Ant. Well, rU break in: go borrow me a crow. 
E. Dro. A crow without feathers, mafter, mean you fo? 
For a Bih without a fin, there's a fowl without a feather: 
Jfa crow hcJp us in, firtah, we^VV \)\\xc\l^ crow Xo%t\Y«.t, 
S. ^ht. Go, get thcc gone, &tc. 
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To know llie reafon of this ilrange reftraint. 

It* by ftrong hand you offer to break in, 

Now in the ftirring paffage of tl>c day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that fiippofed by the common rbut, 

Againft your yet lingalkd cilimation, 

7'hat may with foul intriifion entei' in. 

And dv\'ell upon your grave when yoli are aead: 

Fin- (lander lives upon fucceffion ; 

For ever hons'd, wh»*rc it oncie gets pofTeffion, 

£. Ant, You have prevailed ; I will depart In quictf 

Ancl, in defpight of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent difcourfe, 

Pretty and witty, wild, and yet too gentle; 

1 here will we dine; this woman that I mean, 

My wife (but, I protelt, without defert) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. Get you home, 

And fetch the chain ; by this i know 'tis made ; 

bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; 

For there's the houfe:, that chain will I beftow 

(Be it for nothing but to ipight my wife) 

Upon mine hollefs there. Good Sir, make hafte: 

Since fiiy own doors refufe to entertain me, 

VU knock elfe where, to fee if they'll difdain me. 
Jng. I'll meet you at that place, fome hour, Sir,hcnce* 
E» Ant. Do fo; this jelt ihall colt me fome expencc. 

\Exeunt* 

SCENE ir. 

T'ht houfe of jintiphofu of Ephefnu 

Mnter Luciana^ with jintiphoirs of Syracuft\ 

Lue, And may it be that you have quite forgot 
A hufband's office I ihall, Antipholis, 
Ev'n in tlic fpring of love, thy love-fprings rot ? 
Shall love, in biulding, grow fo ruinate ? 
If you Sid wed my iifter for her wcaltVi, 

;rhen /or Aer weritJi'fl fake iifehct \nt\vmotQLV\ti^^^^\ 
Vol. IIL p Ot: 
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Or if you like elfcAvherc, do it by ftealth ; 

Muifle your falfe love with fome fhew of bliiidnefs j 
Let not my fifter read it in your eytf ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own fhame's oratory 
Look fwcet, fpeak fair; become difloyalty; 

Apparel vice, like virtue's h&rbinger; 
Bear a fair prefence, tho' your heart be tainted: 

Teach fm the carriage of a holy faint ; 
Be fecret falfe : what need fhe be acquainted ? 

What limple thief brags of his own attaint I 
'Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 

And let her read it in thy looks at board: 
Shame bath a baftard fame, well managed; 

111 deeds are doubled with an evil word a 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 
• Being compa6l of credit, that you love us ; 
Tho' others have the arm, fhew us the fleeve: 

We in your motion turn, and you may move us« 
Then, gentle brother, get you in again ;: 

Comfort my fifter, chear her, call her wife ; 
'Tis holy fpdrt to be a little vain, 

When the fweet breath of flattery conquers ilrife. 

S, jiiit. Sweet miftrcfs (what your name is elfe I know 

Nor by what wonder you do hit of mine,) [notj 

Lefs in your knowledge and your grace you fhow not 

Than our earth's wonder, more than earth divine. 
Teach me, dear creature, how to think and fpeak j 

Lay open to my earthy grofs conceit, 
Sniother'd in errors, feeble, ihallow, weak, 

The folded meaning of your woi*ds' deceit ; 
Againft my foul's pure truth why labour you. 

To make it wander in an unknown field! 
Are you a God ? would you create me new ? 

Transform me then, and to your pow'r I'll yield. 
But if that 1 am I, then well I know, 

Your weeping fifter is no wife of mine; 
Nor to her bed no homage do I owe ; 

Far more, far more, to you do 1 decline. 
Oh, train me not, fweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy fitter's flood of tears ; 
rying, Syren, for thyfeU, aud 1 v;\\\. A.o^\.\ 
Spread o'cv the filvcr wavc^ x\v^' ^QWti\yaIa^> 
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And as abed I'll take thee, and there lie : 

And in that glorious fuppofition * think, 
He gains by death, that hath fuch means to die ; 
Let love, being light, be drowned if fhe (ink. 
L%u* What, are you mad, that you do rcafon fo ? 
5. AnU Not mad, but mated ; how, I do not know. 
Luc. It is a fault that fpringeth from your eye. 
5". Ant. For gazing on your beams, fair fun, being by. 
Luc* Gaze where you fhould, and that will clear your 

fight. 
5^. Ant, As good to wink, fwcet love, as look on night. 
Luc. Why call you me love ? call my filler fo. 
S. Am. Thy fifter's filler. 
Luc. That's my filler. 
S. Ant. No; 
It is tbyfelf, mine own felPs better part: 
Mine eye's clear eye, my dear heart's dearer heart. 
My food, my fortune, and my fwcet hope's aim. 
My fole earth's heaven, and my heaven's claim. 
Luc. All this my filler is, or elfe ftioidd be. 
S. Ant. Call thyfelf fitter, fweet; for I mean thee: 
TJhec will I love, and with thee lead my life ; 
Thou haft no hufband yet, nor I no. wife. 
Give me thy hand. 

Lmc. Oh,foft, Sir, hold you ftiU; 
111 fetch my fitter, to get her good^wiU^. 

\^Extt Luciana. 

SCENE III. Enter Dromlo of Syracufe. 

S. Ant. Why, how now, Dromio, where run'tt thou 
fofeft? 

S. Dro.^ Do you know me. Sir? am I Dromio? am I 
your man? am I myfelf? 

S. Ant. Thou art Dromio, thou art my man, thou art 
thyfelf. 

5. Dro. I am an afs, I am a woman's man, and befides 
myfelf. 

.9. Ant. What woman's man? and how befides thy- 
felf? 

• Sajf^ofjicn, for the th\rg Wit\ o^^ti. 
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S. Dro, Marry, Sir, befides myfelf; I am (due to a 
woman ; . one that claims me, one that haunts me^ one 
that will have me. 

S. Ant, What claim lays (he to thee ? 

S, Dro, Marry, Sir, fiich a cbim as you would lay to 
your horfe; and (he would have me as a beftil: not that, 
I being a beafl, Ihe would have me ; but that (he, being 
a very beaftly creature, lays cl^m to me. 

S.Ant. What is (he? 

S, Dro, A very reverend body ; ay, fuch a one as a 
man may not fpeak of, without he fay. Sir reverence : I 
have but lean luck m the match ; and yet is (be a won- 
drous fat marriage. 

S' Atit. How do ft thou mean, a fet marisagc! 

S. Dro, Marry, Sir, (he's the kitchen-werich, and all 
greafe ; and I know not what ufc to put her to, b»t to 
make a lanup of her, and run from her by her own Hght 
I warrant .her rags and the tallow in them, will bum a 
Lapland winter : H (he .lives till DoomOay, flie^H lium-A 
week longer than the whole world* 

5. .^«/. Wliat complexion is (he of ? 

S* Dro, Swart like my (hoc, hut her fece nothing 
like fo clean kept.; for .why ? (he fweats, a man naay go 
over (hoes in the grime of it. 

S, /Int. That's a fault that water viiU mend. 

S* Dro, No, Sir, 'tis in grain ; NoahH} AoodcouldtiK 
do it. 

S, Ant, What's her name? 

6'. Dro, Nellf Sir: — but her name and .three quarters 
(that is, zn ell and three quarters) will not meafure her 
from hip to hip, 

S, Ant, Then (he bears fome breadth ? 

5. Dro. No longer from head to foot, than from hip 
to hip ; (he is fpherical, like a globe : I could fmd out 
countries in her. 

S^ Ant, In what part of her body jlands Ireland? 

S, Dro, Marry, Sir, in her buttocks ; I found it out 
by the bogs. 

S, Ant, Where Scotland ? 

S, Dro, I found it out by the barrenncfs, hard in the 

piihn of her Land. 

S. ^//i/, V\'ijtre France ? ^ ,^ 

S» Dr«i* 
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S. Dro In her forehead; ann'd and revert ttl, making 
var againii her heir *.^ 

S. Ant. Where England? 

6'. Dro. I look'd for the chalky ch'fFs, but I could 
md no whitenefs in them; but 1 guefs it flood \\\ her chin, 
>y the fait rheum that ran between France and it. 

S. Am. Where Spain? 

S. Dro. *Faith 1 faw it not, but I f^-lt it hot in her 
)reath. 

S. Ant. Where America, the Indies ? 

5. Dro. Oh, Sir, upon her nofe, all o'er eralxclliflr'd 
»vith rubies, caibuncles, fapphires; declining their rich 
ifpe6l to the hot breath of Spain, who fcnt whole ai- 
nadoes of carrads to be ballail at her nofe. 

S. Ant. Where ftood Belgia,the Netherlands? 

S. Dro. . Oh, Sir, I did not look fo low. To con- 
rludcy this'^ndge of the devil, this diviner, laid 
:laiin to me, call*d me Dronuo^ fwore I was aiTur'd 
:o her, told me what privy marks 1 had about me, as 
:hc marks of my (hoidder, the mole in my neck, the 
great wart on my left arm, that 1, amaz'd, ran from 
her as a witch. And, I think, if my breaft had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of fteel, ihe had 
tranafbrm'd me to a cuital-dog, and made me turn 
i'th' wheel f. 

S. Ant, Go, hie thee prefently ; poft to the road ; 
And if the wind blow any way from fhore,. 
1 will not harbour in this town to-night. 
If any bark put forth, come to the mart. 
Where I will walk till you return to me ; 
If every one know us, and we know none, 
'Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack and be gone. 

S. Dro. As from a bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. \^Exit. 

SCENE IV. 

S. Ant. There's none but witdics do inhabit here : 

P 3 And 

• Henry IV. of France. At that time the league was in arms 
t^inft him. 

f Alluding to the fuj^erftition of the commoti \>co\\t^ >Xi^XT«^- 
tbing could reGih si witch's power, of traxiblortvAi c XiV,u\xvV^ vci\vK*N^ 
w/ B gre»t jflijrc of/aitif. 
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And therefore 'tis high time that I were hence: 
8he that doth call me husband, even my foul 
Doth f(>r a wife abhor. But her fair fiftcr, 
Poflefi'd with fueh a gentle fovereigii grace. 
Of fuch inchanting prefeiice and difcourfe. 
Hath alnolt made me traitor to myfdf. 
But leil Ji\yft;ir be gwilty of ftlf- wrong, 
1*11 ilo]) iiiijie ears aguinfl the mermaid's fong. 

^ing. Master Antij)holi3,— -«- 

4^\ Ar.t* Ay, that's my name. 

ying, 1 know it well, Sir; lo, here is the chaibf: 
1 thouglit to have ta'en you iit the Porcupine; 
^I'he chain, iMifiniih'd, made me ftiiy thus long. 

^^ Ant, What is your will that I fhaU do u^'th thisf 

Ang, What plcafeyourftlf. Sir; ] have made it for yottv 

.S". AnU Made it for me, Sir ! I befpoke it not. 

An^. Not once, nor twice, but twenty times, yo« hav^:: 
^o home with it, and pleafeyour wife withal*; 
And foon s^t fupper-tiine Til vilit you. 
And then receive. my money for tliA chain. 

S* Ant. I pray you, Sir, receive the money now;' 
For fear you. ne'er fee chain, nor money, more. 

Arg. You. are a merry man. Sir-; fare yon welL 

S. Ant, Wl»t I fhould think of thw^. 1 cannot telL- 
"But this I th]nk,,th£re's no manisfo vain,. 
That would refnfe fb fair aaofier'd cliain. 
Tht a man here needs not live by gifts. 
When in the ilretts he meets fuch golden fhifta^,. 
I'll to the mart, and there for Dromio Hay; 
If any iLip put out, thcuilraiglit away. \J!xil* 

ACT IV. SCKNE I. 

Thijlnet.^ 

JLuUr a Merchant, .Angrlo, and an OJirer'* 

Y 

Mrr. Jl OU know, fince T?^i\\.ec:oft a\\^ Cvita is doej 
And ixiiCQ I hi-v^ in.tmad\iu-\\)joxvmO^ ^vj\x\ 



^vs 
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Nor now 1 had not, but tliat I am bound 
To Periw, and want guilders for my voyage ►• 
Therefore make prefait fatisfadlion. 
Or rn attixh you by this officer. 

y^z/jf. Ev'n juft the fum that I da owe u> youj. 
Is growing tome b^vAntipholis; 
And,, in the inftafit that 1 met with you. 
He had of me a chain : at five o' clo(^ 
r (hall i*eceive the money f©r the fame. 
Ploafe you but waDl ^'ith thc down to his hoiifi^, * 
1 witi'.di£charge my bond, and thank yoa too. 

Enter- AniiphoUs of E^b^vi^ and Dromio of Ephejusy ar> 
f'om the couriezau^s, 

f\ That bbour yorrmay favc: fee, where lie come8« 
Jbit, While I go to the goldfmfth's houfe, go thoikt 
And buy a ropcVend"; that willlbcftow^ 
Among' ny vnit and her confederates, . 
For locking (sae xAJt.^i my doors by day^ 
But, foft^ £ £9e the goldfnnth: get tbee goite, . 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it honoe to jne. 

E, Dro> Lboay: a thoufand pound ay ear J I buy rope i * 

\^ExU Dromio^. 

E, Ant. A man is well holp up, that tru^ to youv 
J'promifed your prdcnce, and the chaun ; . 
But neither chaivi nor goldfnvith came-to me. 
Befikc }-ou thought our love. would lail too long 
Ifiit weie chain'd together, therefore came not. 

Ang, Saving.your merry humour, here's the note, , 
How much your chain weighs to the utmofi carrat ^ 
Tiie finenefs odTthe gold, the ohargeftd faihion % . 
Which do amount to three odd ducats more - "^ 
Than I flanddebted to this gentleman. . 
I pray you, fee him prefently difcharg'd; 
Eor he is boomd to fea^ and flays but for it. 

E. Ant. I am uot fumiih'd with the prcfent morteyj.: 
Befides, I have fome buiiiiefs in the town. 
6ood Signior, take the fltauger to my houfe, 
And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Bifburfe*the fum on the receipt thereof ; 
Serchancf I wiJl be thecc as-foou as yoM* 
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jing. Then you will bring the chain to her yourfclf? 

E, Ant, No : bear it with you, left 1 come not time 
enough, 

jing. Well, Sir, I will : have you the chain about you ^ 

E, Ant. An if 1 have not, Sir, I hope you have ; 
Or elfc you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you. Sir, give me the chsun; 
Both wind and tide flay for this gentleman ; 
And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

E» Ant. Good Lord, you ufe this dalliance to excufe 
Your b reach. of promifc to the Porcupine: 
I (hould have chid you for not bringing it: 
But, like a (hrew, you fii'ft begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour fteals on ; I pray you, Sir, difpatch. 

Ang. You hear how he importunes me ; the chain-— 

E. Ant. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch your 
money. 

Ang., Come, come, you know, I gave it you even now. 
Or fend the chain, or fend me by fome token. 

E. Ant. . Fie, now you run this humour out of breath. 
Come, whcre's the chain ? I pray you let me fee it. 

Mer. My bufinefs cannot brook this dalliance. 
Good Sir, fay, whe'r you'll anfwer me, or no ; 
If not, Pll leave him to the officer. 

E. Ant. 1 anfwer you? why (hould laniweryou? 

Ang. The money that you owe me for the chain. 

E. Ant. I owe you none till I receive the chain. 

Ang. You know 1 gave it you half an hour fince. 

E. Ant. You gave me none ; you wrong me much to 
fay fo. 

Ang. You wrong me more, Sir, in denying it ; 
Confider how it ftands upon my credit. 

Mtr. Well, officer, arreft him at thy fuit. 

Off. I do, and charge you in the Duke's name to obey 
me. 

Ang. This touches rae in reputation. 
Either confeut to pay the fum for me. 
Or I attach you by this officer. 

E. Ant. Coiifent to pay for that I never had ! 
Arreft me, foollfli fellow, if thou dar^ft. 

jint. Here is thy fee *, arreH hixxi^ o&^t \ 
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1 would not fpare my brother in this cafe, 
If he {hould feom me fo apparently. 

Off* I do arreftyou, Sir; you hear the ftut. 

E* Ant* I do obey thee, till 1 give thee bail. 
But, firrah, you^all buythis fport as dear 
As all the metal «i your (hop will anfwer. 

Aug* Sir, Sir, I (hall have law in Ephefus, 
To your notorious fhame, I doubt it not. 

SCENE II. Etatr Dromlo. of Syraeufe,fr9m the %, 

S* Dro, Matter,! there is a bark of Epidaranum, 
That flays but till her owner comes aboard; 
Then, Sir, fhe bears away. Our fraughtagc, Sir, 
1 have conrey'd aboard ; and I have bought 
The oil, the balfamum, and aqua-vits. 
The fhip is in. her trim ; the merry wind 
Blo¥78'fanr firom land ; they flay for nought at all> 
But for their owner, mafter and yourfelf. 

E. Ani. How now, a madman! why, tiiou p«evift 
fhcep, 
"What fhip of Epidamnum iftays for me? 

S. Dro, A (hip you fent me to, to hire waftagc. 

R, Ant* Thou drunken ffairc, I fent ihee for a rope ; 
And told thee to what purpoTe, and what end. 

S. Dro. You fent me for a rope's end as foon: 
You fent me to the bay, Sir, for a bai^k. 

E, Ant, I Will debate this matter at more leifurc. 
And teach your-eaps to lift me with n\ore heed. 
To Adriana, villain, hie thee flraight. 
Give her this key; and tell her, in the defk 
Tliat^s eover'd o'er with Turkifh tapeftry, 
Inhere h a purfe of ducats, let her fend it. 
Tell her, I am arrefted in the ftreet. 
And that fhall bciil me ; hicthee, flave; be gone. 
On, officer, to pnToii till it con^e. [^Exeunt* 

S, Dro, To Adriana ! that id where we dinM, 
Where Dovvfabel did claim mc for her hufhand ; 
She is too big, 1 hope, for me to compafs. 
Thither I mull, altho' again ft my will, 
I'or fer vantii mui\ tJjeir mafters' miuds £wVl\V. \Evv\. 



►4.* 



17$ THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. AAW. 

SCENE III. Changej to E. jintlphoru's houfe. 

Enter jidriana and Luclana. 

Adr> Ah, Luciana, did he tempt thee fo? 
Might'ft thou i)erceive aufterely in his eye 
That he did plead in earneft, yea or no ? 
LookM he or red or pale, or fad or merrily ? 
What obfervation mad'll thou in this cafe. 
Of his heart's meteors tilting in his^face *? 

Luc» Firft he deny'd you had in him a right. 

Adr, He meant, he did me none, the more my fpight. 

Luc, Then fwore he that he was a ftranger here. 

Adr. And true he fwore, though yet forfworn he were. 

• Luc, Then pleaded 1 for you. 
Adr, And what faid he ? 

Luc. That love' I begg'd for you, he begg*d of me. 

Adr. With what perfuafion did he tempt thy love? . 

Lucn With words that in an honeft fait might move. 
Firft he did praife my beauty, then my ipeecb* . 

Adr. Did'ft fpcak him fair ? ' 

Luc. Have patience, Ibefeech. 

Adr* I cannot, nor I will not, hold me flill ; 
My tongue, though not my heart, fhall have its wilL 
He is deformed, crooked, old, and fere, 
lU-fac'd, worfe-body'd; fhapelefs every where; i . . 
Vicious, ungentle, foolifh, blunt, unkind^ t-:-, 

Stigmatical m making, worfe in mind. 

Luc, Who would be jealous then of fuch a one? 
No evil loft is wail'd when it is gone. 

Adr. Ah! but I think him better than I fay. 
And yet would he in others* eyes were worfe: 
Far from her neft the lapwing cries away ; 

My heart prays for him, tho* my tongue do curfc# 

SCENE IV. Enter Dromlo of Syracufe. 

S. JDro. Here, go ; the defk, the purfe 5 fweet ndw, 

make hafte. 
Luc. How haft thou loft thy breath ? 
S' Dro. By running faft. 

Adr* 

• A lluding to thofe meteors in tVve ftt^ v«VvtV\A'^t XV^ «?5«»- 
Mice of lines of armies meeting in the ftkoOK., 
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Adr. Where is thy mafter, Dromio ? Is he well? 

S. Dro. No, he's in Tartar Limbo, worfe tlian hell. 
A devil in an everlalling garment hath him, 
One wbofe hard heart is buttonM up with fteel: 
A fiend, a fury, pttilefs and rough, 
A wolf, nay, worfe, a fellow all in buff; 
A back friend, a (houlder-clapper, one that commands 
The paffages of allies, creeks, and narrow lands : 
A hound that tuns counter, and yet draws dry-foot well ; 
One that, before the judgment, carries poor fouls to hell# 

jidr. Why, ,man, what is the matter? 

S. Dro. I do not know the matter; he is 'refted on 
the cafe. 

jird. What, is he arretted? tell me at whofe fuit. 

S, Dro, I know not at whofe fuit he is arrefled, well; 
but he*s in a fuit of huff which he *refted him, that I can 
tell. Will you fend him, Miflrefs, redemption, the mo- 
aey in his deik ? 

jidr. Go fetch it, fitter. This I wonder at, 

\^Extt Luclana» 
That he, unknown to me, fhould be in debt! 
Tell me, was he arretted on a bond ? 

5. Dro, Not on a bond, but on a ftronger thing, 
A chain, a chain ; do yoii not hear it ring? 

jidr. What, the chain? 

jj. Dro, No, no; the bell; 'tis time that I were 



gone *. 



Evtet* 



-that I were gonfc. 



It was two ere I left him, and now the clock ttrikes one. 
Adr. The hours come back ! that I did never hear. 
S, Dro, O yes, if any hour meet a ferjeant, a* turns back for 

very fear. 
Adr. As if time were in debt! how fondly doft thou reafon? 
S. Dro, Time is a very bankrdut, and owes more than he's wortfc, 
to feafon. 
May, he's a thief too: have you not heard men fay, ^ 
jHiat Time comes ftealipg on by night and day? 
u Time be in debt and theft, and a ferjeant in the way, 
Hath he not rafon to turn back an hour in ^ d^'jX 

infer, 4rc, 

*1^ 
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Enter Luciand, 

Ailr» Go, Dromio; there's the moneys bear it ilraight, 
And bring tliy mader home immediately. 
Come, filler, 1 am prcfs'd down with conceit j 

Conceit, my comfort and my injury. \jLxtu$d^ 

SCENE V. Changes to thtpecL 

Jinter Aniipholh of Syracufe* 

S, Ant. There's not a man I meet but doth falutc mc, 
As if I were their well-acquainted friend; 
And every one doth call me by my name. 
8ome tender money to me, fome invite me ; 
Some other give me thanks for kindneflcsi 
Bome off<;r me commodities to buy. 
Ev'n now a tailor call'd me in his fhop, 
And fliow'd me fJks that he had bought for me, 
And therewithal took meafure of my bodyi 
Sure thcfe are but imaginary wiles, 
And Lapland forcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Dromio of SyrtUiife. 

S. Drok Maftcr, here's the gold you fent rtie for; what> 
have you got rid of the piAure of old Adam new-ap- 
parell'd*? 

S. Ant. What gold is this? what Adam doll thou 
mean? 

S, Dro. Not that Adam that kept the paradife, but 
that Adam that keeps the prifon; he that goes in UiC 
calves Ikin that was kilPd for tlie prodigal ; he that came 
behind you^ Sir, like an evil angel> and bid you foxfake 
your liberty. 

S. Ant, t uTidcrftand thee not. 

S. Dro. No? why, 'tis a plain cafe; he that weal 
like a bafe-vicl in a cafe of leather; the man, Sifi 
that, when gentletnen are tired, gives them a fob, and 
'refts them; he. Sir, that takes pity on decay 'd men, 
and gives *etn fuits of dUrance; he that fets up hi* 

reft 

•Alluding to the coat oifkins made Jot Mvkv alttt VJtvtl*^, 
and the leathern coat wotn by the oRcw vjYkotti^^ti V5^^ *m!\« 
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rcll * to do more exploits with his mace, than a Mau- 
rice pike f . 

S, Ant, What! thou mean' II an officer? 

S. Dro. Ay, Sir, the fcrjeant of the band; he that 
brings any man to anfwcr it that breaks his bond; one 
that thinks a man always going to bed, and faith, God 
^\\'ii you good reft ! 

.9. ylnt. Well, Sir, there reft in your foolery. 
Is there any ihip puts forth to-night? may we be gone? 

S, Dro, Why, Sir, I brought you word an hour 
ft nee, that the hark Expedition puts forth to-night, and 
tlien were you hindered by the fcijeant, to tarry for the 
lioy Delay. Here are the angels ^that you fent for, to 
deliver you. 

5*. Am. The fellow is dlftracl, and fo am I, 
And here we wander In illuiions: 
Some bltlfcd power deliver us from hence ! 

SCENE \"I Enter a Courtezan, 

C'?ur. Well met, well met, Mafter Antipholis, 
I fee. Sir, you liave found the goldfmlth now: 
is that the cliain you promised me to-day ? 

5. Ant, Satan, avoid ! 1 charge thee, tempt me not %. 

Vol. UL Cf_ Cour. 

• Sets up his rcjiy is a phrafe taken from military exerclfe. When 
gunpowder was firft invented, its force was very weak compared to 
that m prcff nt uf<r. '1 his neccffanly required h re-arms to be of an 
extraordinary Icno^th. Ai the artilis iiuproved the ftrength of their 
powder, thefolditrsproportioDdbly (hortciied their armsandartillery; 
fo that the cannon which Froiflart telis us was once fifty feet long, 
was contraded to Icfs than ten. This pr )portion likcwife held in 
their mufket.s fo that, till the midiHc of the laft century, the muf- 
keteers always fupporteJ their pieces, when they gave fire, with zrefl 
ftuck before them into the ground, which chey czWtd fitting up their 
refty and is here alluded to. There is another quibbling aUufion too 
to the ferjeant's office ot aireftiiig. Mr. War burton. 

f i f . A pikeman of Prince Maurict*s aimy. He was the grtateft 
General of that age, and th 2 coiidudrnr of the low country wars 
afrainfl ^»pai^, under whom all the Engliih Gentry and Nobility were 
bred to the fervice. Being frequenriy overborn with i.;ii\jbers, he 
became famous for bin fine retreats In which a (land of pikes is of 
great fervice. Hence the pikes of his army became famous for 
their military eiploi:f>. 

/ — tempt me not, 
^. Z^rc, Maaer, ia this Miftrtfs S^tan^ ■ ■ 
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Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at dinner. 
Or for my diamond the chain you promised. 
And I'll be gone, Sir, and not trouble you. 

S. Dro. Some devils aik but the parings of one's nail, 
a rufh, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, a nut, a cherry- 
j^one; but (he, more covetous, would have a chain. 
Mafter, be wife; and if you giwt it her, the devil will 
ihake her chain, and fright us with it. 

Cour. I pray you, Sir, my ring, or elfe the chain; 
J hope you do not mean to cheat me fo. 

$. Ant, Avaunt, tfeou witch! come, Dromio, let us 
go f, lExeuni. 

SCENE VI I. Manet Courtezan. 

Cour» Now, out of doubt, Antipholis is mad; 
Elfe would he never fo demean himfelf. 
A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats. 
And for the fame he promised me a chain ; 
Both one and other he denies me now. 
The reafon that I gather he is mad, 
(Befides this prefent inftance of his rage,) 
Is a mad tale he told to-day at dinner, 
Of his own door being (hut againll his* entrance. 
JB.elike his wife, acquainted with his fits, 

(h 

S. Ant, it is the devil. i 

S, Dro, Nay, (he is worfe, (he's the devirs dam; and here ite ' 
^omes in the habit of a light wench, and thereof comes that the 
wenches fay, God dam me; that's as much as to fay, God make 
me a light wench. It is written, they appear to men like angels of 
light; light is an cflFed of fire, and fare will burn; ergo, ligfct ! 
wenches will burn: come not near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry, Sir. Will yoB 
go with me, we*ll mend our dinner here? 

5. Dro, Mafter, if you do expe^ fpoon-meat, befpeak a long 
fpoon. 

S, Ant, Why, Dromio? 

5. Dro, Marry, he muft have a long fpoon that muft eat wiA 
Ac devil. 

S. Ant. Avoid then, fiend! what tell'ft thou me of fupping? 
Thou art, as you are all, a forcerefs: 
I conjure thee to leave me, and be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring, &c. 

f let us go. 

S, Dro. Fly pride, fays the pcwocV> Mi^ttfe»^3toX^tN.VxiQ«» 
SCENE, &c. \?**^**^^ 
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3n purpofe fhut the doors again ft his way. 

My way is now to hie home to his houfe, 

A.nd tell his wife, that, being lunatic. 

He rufh'd into my houfe, and took perforce 

My rirtg away. This courfe I fitteft chufe 5 

For forty ducats is too much to lofe. ^Exit* 

SCENE VIII. Changes to thepeet. 

Enter AnttpholU of Ephejusy with a jailor. 

E. Ant. Fear me not, man; I will not break away; 
ill give thee, ere I leave thee, fo much money, 
^o warrant thee, as I am 'refted for* 
My wife is a wayward niiood to-day. 
And will not h'ghtly truft the meflenger. 
That I fhould be attached in Ephefus, 
I tell you 'twould found harfhly in her cars. 

£nter Dromlo of Ephefus^ with a rope*s<nd. 

Here comes my man ; I think he brings the money. 
How now. Sir-; have you that I fent you for? 

JS. Dro. Here's that, I warrant you, will pay them all. 

jB. Ant. But where's the money ? 

E. Dro. Why, Sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

E. Ant. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope ? 

E. Dro. I'll ferve you, Sir, five hundred at the rate, 

E. Ant. To what end did I bid thee hie thee home? 

E. Dro. To a jrope's-eud, Sir ; and to that end am I 
murn'd. 

E. Ant, And to that end, Sir, I will welcome you. 

\_£eats Dromlo* 

Off. Good Sir, be patient. 

E. Dro. Nay 'tis for me to be patient ; I am in ad- 
verfity. 

Off. Gopd now, hold thy tongue. 

E. Dro. Nay, rather perfuade him to hold liis hands. 

E. Ant. Thou whorefon, fenfclefs villain ! 

E. Dro. I would I were fenfelefs, Sir, that I might 
not feci your blows. 

E. Ant, Thou art fenfible in nothmg bu\. VAs>v?^> "^^^ 
fo 18 an af$, 

0^2 E. Btq. 



i84 THE COMBDY OF ERRORS. Ad IV. 

E. Dro, 1 am an afs, in<kcd ; you may prove it by 
my long ears. I have ferv'd him from the hour of my 
nativity to this inftant, and have nothing at his hands 
for my fervice but blows. When I am cold, he heats 
me with beating; when 1 ani warm, he cools me with 
beating; I am wak'd witli it, when I deep; rais'd with 
it, when 1 fit ; driven out of doors with it, when I go 
from home; welcomed home vnxh it, when 1 return; 
nay, 1 bear it on my fhoulders, as a beggar wont her 
brat ; and I think, when he hath lam'd me, I Ihall beg 
with it from door to door. 

SCENE IX. 

Enter Adrianay Lucianay Courtezan, and Pinch, 

E. Ant. Come, go along ; my wife is coming yon- 
der. 

E. Dro. Miftrefs, rejpice Jineniy refpe£l your end; or 
rather the prophecy, like the paiTot f , beware the 
rope's-end.- 

E. Ant. Wilt thou ftill talk? \_Beats Dromio. 

Coun How fay you now? is not your hufband mad? 

Adr. His incivility conlirms no lefs. 
Good Dodlor Pinch, you are a conjurer, 
Eftablifh him in his true fenfe again, 
And I will pleafe you what you will demand. 

Luc, Alas, how fiery and how fliarp he looks ! 

Cour. Mark, how he trembles in his ecftafy ! 

Pinch. Give me your hand, and let me feci your pulfc. 

E> Ant» There is my hand, and let it feel your ear. 

Pinch, I charge thee, Satan, hous*d withiii this man. 
To yield poifeffion to my holy prayers ; 
And to thy ftate of darknefs hie thee ftraight, 
I conjure thee by all the faints in heaven. 

E, Ant. Peace, doating wizard, peace ; 1 am not mad. 

Adr. Oh that thou wert not, poor diftrefTtd foul! 

E. Ani. 

f This a/ludes to people's teacKing t\\2Lt Vw^ wn\\xtVj ^o^d*^ with 
which when any paffengcr was offeiv\cd, Vt ^i^^tYvt VWvcv^ y*""^ 
of the wife owner to fay, ^ake heed. Sir, m^, Jarrot ^rojbcixtu 
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£. j^nt. You minion, you, are thcfe your cuftomers ? 
Did this companion with the fafFron face 
Revel and feaft it at my houfe to-day, 
Whilft upon me the guilty doors were fhut, 
And I deny*d to enter in my houfe ? 

jidr, O hufband, God doth know, you din'd at home^ 
Where 'would you had remained until this time, 
Free from thefe (landers and this open (hame ! 

E* Ant. Din'd I at home ? thou villain what fay'ft thou ? 

E. Dro. Sir, footh to fay, you did not dine at home. 

E* Ant. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I (hut out? 

£.i)ro.Perdie,your doors were lock'd, and you (hut out. 

E. Ant, And did not (he herfelf revile me there ? 

£. Dro. Sans fable, (he herfelf revil'd you there. 

E. Ant. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, and 
fcorn me? 

E. Dro. Certes, (he did, the kitchen veftal fcom'd you. 

E. Ant. And did I not in rage depart from thence ? 

E. Dro, In verity, you did ; my bones bear witnefs. 
That lince have felt the vigour of your rage. 

AJr. Is't good to footh him in thefe contraries ? 

Pinch, It is no (hame : the fellow finds his vein. 
And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

E. Ant. Thou haft fuborn'd the goldfmith to arreft me. 

Adr. Alas, I fent you money to redeem you, 
By Dromio here, who came in hafte for it. 

E. Dro, Money by me? heart and good will you 
might. 
But furcly. Matter, not a rag of money. 

E. Ant. Went'fi not tliou to her for a purfe of ducats ? 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver*d it. 

Luc. And I am witnefs with her, that (he did. 

E. Dro. God and the rope-maker do bear me witnefs, 
That 1 was fent for nothing but a rope. 

Pinch. Miftrefs, both man and mailer are poflcfs'd; 
I know it by their pale and deadly looks ; 
They muft be bound, and laid in fome dark room. 

E. Ant. Say, wherefore didft thou lock mc forth to- 
day. 
And why doft thou deny the bag of gold? 

Adr. i did not^ gentle hu{baud,\oCi v\vce W\Oc\. 

E. Dro. And gentle matter, IvtcuVdwo '^^V^S 

QL3 ^^"^ 
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But I confefs, Sir, that wc were lock'd out. 

Adr, Diflembling vill ain, thou fpeak'ft falfe in both. 

E. Ant^ DiflembUng harlot, thou art falfe in all ; 
And art confederate with a damned pack, 
To make a loathfome abjeft fcorn of me: 
But with thefe nails Pll pluck out thofe falfe eyes. 
That would behold in me this fliameful fport. 

Enter three or four ^ and offer to hind him : hejlri'ws^ 

. Adr* Oh, bind him, bind him, let him not come near 
me. 
Pinch, More company ; — ^the licnd is ftrong within him. 
JLuc» Ay me, poor man, how pale and wan he looks! 
E, Ant. What, will you murther mc? thou jailor thou, 
I am thy prifoner, wilt thou fufFer them 
To make arefcue? 

Off. Mailers : let him go ; 
He is my prifoner, and you fhall not have him. 
Pinch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 
Adr. What wilt thou do, thou peevifh officer ? 
Haft thou delight to fee a wretched man 
Do outrage and difpleafure to himfelf ? 

Off. He is my prifoner ; if ( let him go, 
The debt he owes will be required of me. 

Adr. I will difcharge thee ere I go from thee ; 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

[ They hind Antipholii and Drotm^k 
And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good Mafter Doclor, fee him fafe convey'd 
Home to my houfe. Oh, moft unhappy day ! 
E. Ant. Oh, moft unhappy ftrumpet! 
E. Dro. Mafter, Pm here enter'd in bond for you. 
E. Ant. Out on thee, villain! wherefore doft thon 

mad me ! 
E. Dro, Will you be bound for nothing? be madi 
good mafter; cry, the devil. 

Luc. God help, poor fouls, how idly do they talk ! 
Adr. Go bear him hence ; fifter, ftay you with me. 

[Exeunt Pincb, i1ntifbQii«> oxui Dromio. 
Say now, whofe fuit is he arre^t^ ^^.^» <vr>^>yc 
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SCENE X. 
' Manent Officery Adriana^ Luciano^ and Courkzan. 

Of, One Angelo, a goldfmith ; do you know him ? 

Mr. I know the man ; what is the fum he owes ? 

Off[ Two hundred ducats. 

jidr. Say, how grows it due? 

OJf. Due for a chain your hufband had of him. 

Adr. He did befpeak a chain for me, but had it not. 

Cour» When as your hnfband all in rage to-day 
Came to my houfe, and took away my ring, 
(The ring I faw upon his finger now,) 
Straight after did I meet him with a chain. 

jidr. It may be fo, but I did never fee it. 
Come, jailor, bring me where the goldfmith is, 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

\ SCENE XI. 

Enter Anitpholis of Syracufe^ iv'ith his rapier drawn, and 
D^rorn'w of Syracnfe* 

Luc. God, for thy mercy, they are loofe again. 
Adr, And come with naked fwords ; 
Let's call more help to have them bound again. 

Of, Away, they'll kill us. [_They run out. 

Manent AntiphoUs, and Dromlc, 

S. Ant. T fee, thefe witches are afraid of fwords. 

S. Dro. She that would be your wife, now ran from 
you. 

S. Ant. Come to the Centaur, fetch our fluff from 
thence : 
I long that we were fafe and found aboard. 

S. Dro. 'Faith, ftay here this night; they will furely 
do us no harm; you faw, they fpake us fair, gave us 
gold ; methinks, they are fuch a geu\\e tv^Xaovv, \W\. V\X. 
For the mountain of mad flelh lYiat dainx^ xoaxm?iyi. ^'^ 
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me, I could find in my heart to flay here fWl, and turn 
witch. 

S. Ant. I will not flay to-night for all the town; 
Therefore away, to get our ftuff aboard. [Exevnt. 



ACT V. SCENE L 

AJireei^ before a priory* 
Enter the Merchant ^ and Angeh, 

Ang, JL AM forry, Sir,, that I have hindered you; 
But, I protefl, he had the chain of me, 
Tho' moft difhoneflly he doth deny it. 

Mer, How is the man elleem'd here in the city ? 

Ang. Of very reverend reputation, Sir, 
Of credit infinite, highly bclov'd. 
Second to none that lives here in the city ; 
His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

Mer» Speak foftly.: yonder, as 1 think, he walks; 

Enter AntiphoUs and Dromlo of Syracufe, 

Ang. 'Tis fo ; and that felf-chain about his neck. 
Which he forefwore moil monflroufly to have. 
Good Sir, draw near to me, I'll fpeak to him. 
Signior Antipholis, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this fhame and trouble j 
And not without fome fcandaltoyourfelf. 
With circumflance and oaths fo to deny 
This chain, wlych now you wear fo openly : 
Bt:fides the charge, the fhame, imprifonment. 
You have done wrong to this my honefl friend; 
Who, but for flaying on our controvcnfy, ^ 
Had hoifted fail, and put to fea to-day. 
This chain you had of me, can you deny it? 
S, Ant, I think I had; I never did deny it. 
Jf^r. Yes, that you did, Sir •, and forCwore it too* 
45*. <^/. Who heard me to dewy \X, w ^;)T^>«^'ax ViX 
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Mm Tliefe ears of mine, thou knoweft, did hear thcer 
Fie on thee, wretch ! 'tis pity that thou liv'll 
To walk where any honeft men refort. 

S. ^nL Thou art a villain, to inipeach me thus. 
PlI prove mine honour and my honelty 
Againft thee prtfently, if thou dar'H Hand. 

Mer. I dare, and do defy thee for a viiluin. 

SCENE II. 

Knter Adriandy Luciana^ Courtexatiy ami o:hers^ 

Mr, Hold, hurt him not, for God's fake ; he is mad ; 
Some get within him, take his fword away : 
Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my houfe. 

S. Dro. Run, Mafter, run ; for God's fake, take a houfe > 
This is feme priory ; in, or we are fpoil'd. 

[Exeunt to the priory. 

Enter Lady Ahhefs^ 

Ahh, Be quiet, people ; wherefore throng you hither ? 

Adr. To fetch my poor diltradcd hufband hence j 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fait. 
And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang. I knew he was not in his perfedl wits. 

Mer^ I'm forry now that 1 did draw on him. 

Ahh* How long hath this pofFeilion held the man ? 

Adr» This week he hath been heavy, four, fad, 
And much different from the man he was: 
But, till this afternoon, his paflion 
Ne'er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abh, Hath he not loll much wealth by wreck at fea? 
Bury'd fome dear friend? hath not elfc his eye 
Stray'd his affection in unlawful love ? 
A fin, prevailing much in youthful men. 
Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 
Which of thefe fonows is he fubjeCt to? 

Adr, To none of thefe, except it be the laH ; 
Namely, fome love that drew him oft from home. 

Ahh, You fh(juld for that have reprelieiided him. 

Adr. Why, fo I did. 

jiUm Ay, but not rough cuoug\u 

A4r 
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jidr. As roughly as my mode ft y would let me. 

jihb. Haply, in private. 

Mr, And in aflemblies too* 

Abb, Ay, but not enough. 

Adr, It was the copy * of our conference. 
In bed, he flept not for my urging it ; 
At board, he fed not for my urging 'it ; 
Alone, it was the fubjed of my theme: 
In company, I often glanc'd at it ; 
Still did I tell him it was vile and bad. 

j^bb. And therefore came it that the man was mai 
The venom clamours of a jealous woman 
Poifon more deadly, than a mad dog's tooth. 
It feems his fleeps were hinder'd by thy railing j 
And thereof comes it that his head is light. 
Thou fay 'ft, his meat was fauc'd with thy upbraidings; 
Unquiet meals make ill digeftions; 
Thereof the raging fire of fever bred; 
And what's a fever, but a fit of madnefs ? 
Thou fay'ft, his fports were hindered by thy brawls^ 

* Sweet recreation barr'd, what doth enfue, 

* But moody and dull melancholy, 
[Kinfmaii to grim and comfortlefs defpair f ,3 

* And at her heels a huge infectious troop 

* Of pale diftemperatures, and foes to life I* 
In food, in fport, and life-preferving reft. 

To be difturb'd, would mad or man or beaft r 
The confequence is then, thy jealous fits 
Have fcar'd thy hufband from the ufe of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly. 
When he demean'd himfelf rough, rude, and wildly j 
Why bear you thefe lebukes, and anfwer not? 

Mr, She did betray me to mine own reproof. 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Mb, No, not a creature enter in my houfe. 

jidr. Then, let your fervants bring my huft)and forth. 

Mb, Neither ; he took this place for fanftuary , 
And it ftiall privilege him from your hands; 



Tiff 



* By copy here is to be undcrdood abundance, fulne/s^n 4 
niHcs in Latin. 
■f Thi% line {terns to be fpuriou** 
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Till 1 have brought him to his wits again, 
Or lofe my labour in affaying it. 

Adr* 1 will attend my hufband, be his nurfc, 
Diet his ficknefs, for it is my office ; 
And will have no attorney but myfelf ; 
And therefore let me have him home with me. 
Mh» Be patient ; for I will not let him ftir. 
Till I have us'd tli' approved means 1 have, 
With wholefome fyrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again : 
It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 
A charitable duty of my order; 
Therefore depart, and leave him here with me. 

jidr. I will not hence, and leave my hufband here ; 
And ill it doth bcfeem your holinefs 
To feparate the hufband and the wife. 

jibb. Be quiet, and depart ; thou fhalt not have him. 
Luc. Complain unto the Duke of this indignity. 

lExit Abbefs. 
Adr. Come, go; I will fall proftrate at his feet, 
And never rife, until my tears and prayers 
Have won his Grace to come in perfon hither; 
And take perforce my hufband from the Abbefs. 
Mar, By this, 1 think, the dial points at five : 
Anon, I'm fure, the Duke himfelf in perfon 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 
The place of death and forry execution, 
Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 
Ang. Upon what caufe ? 
Mer, To fee a reverend Syracufan merchant. 
Who put unluckily into this bay 
Againfl the laws and flatutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for his offence* 

Ang. See, where they come ; we will behold his death. 
Luc. Kneel to the Duke, before he pafs the abbey. 

SCENE III. 

Enter tljc Dule, and JEgeon hare-headed; nuith the Liadf' 
many and other officers. 

Ihiie. Yet once again proclaim \l ^vibYvd^, 



\\ 
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If iiny friend will pay the fum for hiin, 
HiC (hall not die, fo much we tender him. 

j4(lr. Julh'ce, moll facred Duke, againft the Abbefs. 

Duif. She 18 a virtuous and a reverend lady ; 
It cannot he that (he hath done thee wrong. 

Mr, May it pleafe your Grace, Antipholis myhufband, 
(Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 
At your important letters,) this ill day 
A moft outrai.;oo:is fit of madnefs took him; 
That deip'i-atcly he huiT^'d through the llrcet. 
With him his bondman all as mad as he, . 
Doing dlfplcHfurc to the citi'/eus. 
By rulhing in their houfes; bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 
Once did 1 get him bound, and fent him home, 
Whilil to take order for tUe wrongs I \^^ent. 
That here a;id there his fury had committed: 
Anon, I wot not by wlut itrong efcape. 
He broke fri>m thofc that had the gu:ird of him : 
And, with his mad attcndnnt mad himfelf. 
Each one v/ith iieful paiTion, with drawn fwords. 
Met us agai.i. and, madly bent on us, 
Chas'd us away ; till, railing of more aid. 
We came again to bind them ; then they fled 
Into this abbey, wliither we pinfu'd them ; 
And here the Abbcis fhuts the gates on us, 
And wDl not fufler us to fetch him out, 
Nor fend him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, moil gracious Duke, with thy command, 
Let him be brought forth, and born hence for help. 

Du/:£, Long fmce thy hufband ferv'd me in my wars^ 
And I to thte engag'd a prince's word, 
When thou didll make him mailer of thy bed, 
To do him all the grace and good i could. 
Go, fome of you, knock at the abbey-gate ; 
And bid the Lady Abbefs come to me. 
I will determine this before I llir. 

SCENE IV. Etifcr a Mcjaiger. 

Mejf. O miftrefs, miftrefs, iliift and faveyourfelf; 
My mafter and his man are both broke loofe, 
Beaten the maids a-row, aud VjoMw^i \\\^ YiviCh^w, 
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Whofe beard they Have fing'd off with brands of filre; 
Aid ever as it blazM, they threw on hina 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair; 
My maiter preaches patience to him, and the while 
His man with fciffare nicks him like a fbolt 
And, fure, unlefs yon fend fome pt^fent help, 
Between them they will kill the coignrci'. 

jidr. Peace, fool, thy mafttr and his matt arc here, 
And that is falfethon doft report to usf. 

Mejf. Miftrcfs, upon my life, I tcU you \xxit% 
I have not breath'd almod fincc 1 did fee it. 
He cries for yon, and vows if he can tak^yob; 
To fcotch your fac6, and to disfigure^ yoo. 

{Cry tiHtbiHf.' 
Hark, hark, I hea^-him, miftrtfs; fly, be gone. 

Duke. Come, ftand by me, fetir notlJlBg: giia^d' with 
halberds. 

AJr, Ay me, it is my hnfband; witfiefs yot^ 
That he is borne about itiviTible I 
Ev'n now we hous'd him in the abbey here,- 
Ajid now he's there, pad thought of human rdl^im} 

SCENE V. 

E filer AntiphoPis and Dromo ofBphefiu*^ 

^. Ant. Juftice, moft gracious Duke, oh, grant lac' 
juflice. 
Even for the fervice that long fmce I did thee, 
When I bcftrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep fears to fave thy life, even for the blood- , 
That then I loft- for thee, now grant me juftice; 

/Egeon. Unlefs the fear of death doth make me d6at, 
1 fee my fon Antipholis and Dromio. 

E, Ant, Jufticc, fweet Pdncc, againft that woman therei 
She whom tfiou gav'ft to me to be my wife'; 
That hath abufed and diflionour^d me, 
Ev*n in the ftrength and height of ii^iy. 
Beyond imagination is. thfe wrong. 
That (he this day hath /bamekfs throwtv ow ttv^. 
Z>//J^. Difcovtrhowf and thou IhiLt ?iiv4 m^\vft.- 
^ot. III. II ^ E, A^%. 
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E. JnU This day, great Duke, fhe (hut the doors 
upon me ; 
Wliilft (he Mn'th harlots feafted in my houfe. 

Duke. ^ A giievous fault; fay, woman, didft thou M 

Adr, No, my good Lord: myfelf, he, and my filler. 
To-day did diuc together : fo befal my foul, 
As this is falfe he burdens me withal! 

Luc. Ne'pr may I look on day, nor deep on night. 
But fhe tells to your Highncfe fimple truth ! 

Ang. O p^gur'd woman 1 they are both forfworo. 
In this the madman juftly chargeth them. 

E, Ant, My J-iege, I am advifed what I fay. 
Neither difturb'd .with th/e eflFeft of wine, 
^or, heady-rafti, provok'd with raging ire ; 
Albeit my wrongs might make one wifer mad. 
T^.. woman lock'xiine out this day from dinner; 
That goldfmith there, were he not pack'd with her. 
Could witnpfs it; for he was with me then ; 
Who parted with me to go fetch a chain, 
Promiiing to bring it to the Porcupine, 
Where Balthazar and I did dine together. ^ 

Our dinner done, and he not coming thither, 
I wentr^o feek him ; in the ftreet I met him. 
And in his company that gentleman. 
There did this perjur'd goldfmith fwear me down. 
That I this.day itota him j«ceiv'd the chain, 
Which, God he knows, I faw not ; for the which 
He did arreft me with lan officer. 
I did obcy,»and fent my peafant home 
For certain ducats ; he with none return'd. 
Then fairly 1 befpoke the officer. 
To go in peifon with me to my houfe. 
By th* way we met my wife, her filler, and 
A rabble more of yile confederates ; ; 

They brought one Pinch, a hungry lean-fac'd villaiu, 

* ^ mere anatomy, a mountebank, 

* A thread bare juggler, and a fortune-teller, 

* A needy, hollow^y'd, (harp-looking wretch, 
< A living dead ihaa^This pernicious flave, 
forfooth, took on him as a conjurer ; 

And, gazing in my eyes, feeliu^ m^ ^\3^S^» 
And with DO face, a« 'twere, ouvl^cm^ m^t , 

•i 
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Cries out, I was poffefs'd. Then all together 

Th^ fell upon me, bound me, bore me thence ; 

And in a dark and darikifh vault at honie 

There left me and my man,^ both bound together, , 

Till, gnawing with my teeth my bonds afunder, 

I gain*d my freedom, and immediately 

Ran hitherto your Grace; whom I befeech- • 

To give me ample fatisfeftion' 

For thefe deep (hames attid great indignities; 

j^ng. My Lord, in truth-, thus far I witnefs with him ; 
That he din'd not at home, but was lock 'd out. 
Duh. Bat had hefuch a chain of thee, or.no? 
jing. He had, ray Lord; andtvhen he ran in here, 
Thefe people faw the chain about his neck. 

Mer, Befides, I will be fworn, thefe ears tjf mine 
Heard- you eonfefs, you had the chain of him. 
After you firft forfwore it on the mart ; 
And thereupon I drew my fword on you ; 
And then you fled into this abbey here, 
Erom whence I- think you're come by miracle. 

£. jinU 1 never came within thefe abbey-walby 
Nor ever didft. thou draw thy fword on me ; 
1 never faw the chain, fo help me heav'nl 
And this is falfe you burden me withal. 

Dtticm Why, what an intricate impeach is this? 
I think you all have drunk of Circe's cup ; 
If here you hous'd him, here he would have been ; 
If he were mad, he would not plead fo coldly : 
You fay, he din'd at home ; the goldfmith here 
Denies that faying. Sirrah, what fay you ? 

jB. Dro. Sir, he din'd with her there at the Porcupine. 
Cour. He did, and from my linger^ fnatch'd that ring. 
E. AnU 'Tis true, my Liege, this ring I had of her. 
Duke, Saw'ftihou him enter at the abbey here? 
Cour. As fure, my Liege, as- 1 do fee your Grace. 
Duke. Why, this is ftrange ; go call the Abbefo hither: 
I tliink you are all mated or ft ark mad. 

[ExU one to the Ahhefi. 

• R 2 ^^ SCENE 



»j»6 THE COMIDY OF £RROR$. AA V. 

SCENE VI. 

JElgeon, Moil mighty Duk«, vouchfale me fpeak s word: 
Haply I fee a friend will fave my life, 
And pay the fum that may deliver me. 

Duke. Speak freely, Syracufan, what thou wik. 

Mgeon. Is not your name, Sifj^call'd AtdlphfAs^ 
And is not that your hondman Dromio ? 

E. Dro, Within this hour I was his boiulman, Sir» 
But he, I thank him» gnaw'd in two my cords; 
Now am I Dromio, and his man unhovud. 

JEgeon. I am fure you both of you remember me. 

E, Dro. Ourfelves we do remember, Sir, by you:; 
For lately we were bound, as you are now. 
You are not Pinch's patient, are you, Sir ? 

JEgeon* Why look you ftrauge on me ? you know me 
w<jl. 

jE. AnU I nev^er faw yen in lay tile till now. 

Mgeon. Oh ! grief bath chi^ag'^ me fieipfe you &«r psc \&l 
And careful hojiim wjkh Timers ^e^armod h$iml 
Have wri^tcfi ^rtpge defevtiirfOB vi my h^ x - 
But ten me yet« doft tiipu not kooiir jpiy voice \ 

E. Ant. Neither. 

Mgion. Dromio, ff or tbp}»' 

E. Dr9* Up, trufk me. Sir, nor I. 

Mge9H. I ^n fure thoji 4(9ft- 

E. jDr9> I, Sir; W I a^ kxrfi I dp net: and ^vfaatip- 
ever a man d^nk^, yoy arp ^ow bo%in4 to it^me hm- 

JEgeon. NpJiknow»y wicel Qh, Tide's- «ctfwiityf 
Haft thou fo grack'd 9W fplto«4 «ny cpor tongue 
In jfeven ftori: y^ars, ^Hat hpf« my ojily foa 
jtniow» pot my feeljk fcry of wtmi'd ^mee^^ 
« Tbo' now this ^fWfi^d f#^§ of ipifie be hid 
« In &p confumipg vteff'* drilled In^, j 

* And idl tbip eondni^ of aiy Wood fro^e up ;r 
• « Yet hath my night of lifp fopie memory ; 

« My wafting lamp fom? fading gliminer foft^ 

* My dull de^tf ear9 a little ufe to hear: 

« All thefe bold wilJ||^I cannot err, ' ' . ^» 

* Tell me thou art iiMK 'AfJtipholis/ * • 
£. j^nt. I never vK^ my ^atWr m xcq V\fe. "^ 

JE^eon. But f^sveoyw^^^^'^^^^^'^'^'*^''^'^* ^vw 
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Thou know'ft, we parted: but, perhaps, my fon, 
Thou fham'ft t* acknowledge me in nufery. 

E. Ant. The Duke, and all that know me in the city^ 
Can witnefs with me that it is not fo : 
I ne'er faw Syracufa in my life. 

Duhe. I tell thee, Syracufan, twenty years 
Have 1 been patron to Antipholis, 
During which time he ne'er faw Sylacufa: 
I fee, thy age and dangers make thee doat* 

. SCENE VII. 

Enier the jibhefsf with Antipholis Syracufan^ and Dromio' 
Syracufan. 

Ahh, Moft mighty Duke, behold a man much wrong'd* 

[^All gather to fee hirm 

Adr. I fee two hufbandft, or mine eyes deceive me. 

Duhe, One of thefe men is genius t() the other; 
And fo of thefe which is the natural man,- 
And which* the fpirit? who decyphers»them? » 

5. Dro. 1, Sir, am Drojtiio; command him away. 

E. Dro. I, Sir, am Dromio; pray let me ftay. 

S.-Ant^ iEgeon, art thou not? or elfe hisghoiV? 

S. Dro. O, my old mailer! who hath bound him here? 

Ahh. Whoever bound him, I will loofc his bonds;; 
And gain a hufband by his liberty. 
Speak, old^-^geon, if thou be'll the man,. 
That hadft a wife onoe call'd Mmilia^ 
That bore thee at a burden two fairfons-? . 
0h, if thou be'ft the fame JEgeon, fpeak;- 
And fpeak unto the fame Emilia. 

Duhe. Why, l^e begins this moming-ftory right ; 
Thefe two Antipholis's, thefe two fo like. 
And thofe two Dromio's, one in femblance; 
Befides her urging.of her wreck at fca, 
"^hefe plainly are the parents to thefe children, 

i^hich accidentally are met toflF jjhcr. 
\*^ JB^ton. If I dream not, thou tffPKmilia ; 
^thou art /he,, tell mc where is ll[iBt ^oxv 

&jt boated with the.c on the £aia\ i^k. 

ja^. Bjr men of EpidamuuTO, Vic ^iid \y 

R 5 ^^^ 



198 THE COMEDY OF ERRORS. A^ V. 

And the twin Dromio* all were taken up ; 
But, by and by, rude Efhetmen of Coriath' 
By force took Dixunio mi4 my ion frona themp 
And nie they left with thofe of Epidaianuiu. 
What then became of them, I cannoir tell i 
If to this fortune* that you fee me in. 

Duh- Antipholis, thou cam'ft from Corinth &r^ 

S, Ant. No, Sir, not 1:1 came from Syracu£e. 

Duke. Stay, ftand apart; J know not which i&whidu 

E» Ant. 1 came from Corinth, my moft gracious. Lord^ 

E. Dro. And I with him. 

E. Ant. Brought to this town by that mod famous 
warrior^ 
X>uke Menaphon, your moft renowned unck. 

Adr. Which of you two did dine with me to-day ? 

S' Ant* iy gentle miftrcfs. 

Adr» And are you not my hufband? 

E. Ant. No, I % Nuy tQ that. 

S. Ant. And io:4Q I> yet (he did caH n^e fo t 
And thiiB fair geade woman, lier fifter here* 
i)id call me brother. Wl^at 1 lold you theo, 
I hope I fhall have leifure to make good, 
If this be not a dream i fee and hear. 

Angj. That \& the chain, Sir, which you bad of mc; 

S. Ant. I think it be, Sir, I deay it not. 

E. Ant. And you, Sir, for this chain ancfted mew 

Ang. I think I did, Sir; I deny it not. 

Adr. I fent you mon^y, Sir, to be your bafl. 
By Dromio; but, I think, he brought it not. 

E. Dro. No, none by me. 

S. Ant. This purfc of ducats I receiv'^d from yoo. 
And Dromio ray man did bring them me ; 
I fee, we ftill did meet each other's manj^ 
And I was ta'en for him, and he for me. 
And thereupon thefe errors all arofe. 

E. Ant. Thefe ducats pawn 1 for my fatl^er her«* 

Duke. It fhall not need, thy father hath his life. 

Cour. Sir, I muft have that diamond from you. 

E. Ant. There, I ifcl il ; and much thanks for my { 

cheer. 
^A J^enownedDuke,vouc\i{a£ttoX^J^^^^^^v % 

Togo with U8 into the abbey bete. 
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And hear at large difcoiirftd all our fortunes ^ 
And all that are affemblcd in this place. 
That by this fympathized one dky's error 
Have fufFer'd wrong; go, keep us company. 
And ye (hall have full iaUsfai^iiCMU 
Twenty-five years have I but gone in tfavel 
Of you my fons; nor, till this prefent hour. 
My fteavy burdeus are dclivereu. 
The Duke, mv hufband, and my chQdrefi bothy 
And you tlie calendar* of thefr nativity,. 
Go to a goffip's fcatt and gaude with me. 
After fo long grief fuch nativity ! 

Duke. With all my heail, TU goflip at tins feaff. 

SCENE Vill. 
Manent the two jintlfbolis'i^ and iwa Dromlo^t, 

S. Dro. Mailer, fhafilfkch your ftuff from flup-bottrdf 

E. Ant, Dromio,what IbifFofipinehaftthoueFnbark'd^ 

S, Dro. Your goods, that lay at hoft. Sir, in the Ccntanrl 

S, jifit. He fpeaks to me ; I am your mailer, Dromid» 
Come, go with us, we'll look to that anon: 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with him. 

[^Exeunt AnUpholu S» and Ei 

$. Dro. There is a fat friend at your mailer's houfe. 
That kitchen'd mt for you to-day at dinner. 
She now fhall be my filler, not my wife. 

E. Dro. Methinks you are my gla^ and not my 
brother. 
I fee by you I am a fwect-fac'd youth: 
Will you walk in to fee their gofliping? 

S. Dro. Not I, Sir; yow'rc my elder. 

E, Dro. That's a queftion. 
How fhall I try it ? 

S. Dro. We'll draw cuts for the fenior. 
Till then, lead thou firft. 

E. Dro. Nay, then thus— [^Emhraang^ 

We came into the world, like brother and brother^ 
And now let's go hand in hsuid^ nol qu^ b^C^x^ ^swdCfeua. 
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RAMATIS PERSONJS. 



LtoMTEs, King of Sicilia. 
Polixcncs, J&rg of Bhbynia Y, 
Mamiliius, yo»n^ Prinei ofSicilia, 
Florizel, Prince ofSitbynitt* 
Camillo, "i 

Slion, J 

Another Sicilian Lord. 
Archidamus, a Bithynian Lord, 
Rogero, a Sicilian GentUman, 
An attendant on the young Prince 

Mamsllius, 
Officers of a com't of judicature. 
Old Jhepherdy reputed father of 

Perdita. 
Clown, bis /on, . 



A Mariner, 

Coaler. 

Servant to the old fiepherd. 

Autolicus arogue. 

Time, a Chorus. 

Hertnione, ^een to Leontes* 
Perdita, daughter to Leontes and 

Hcrmiene. 
Paulina, wife to Antigonus. 
Emilia, attendant on the ^een. 
Two other Ladies* 

Satyrs for a dance, Shepherds^,- 
Shepherdeffes, Guards^ and At^ 
tendants. 



SCENSj/onutlmcs in Sicilia,Jbmetimes in JBitlynia* 



AC*' i; SCENE I.- 

Jln- antlthant^r in Leontes^ J palate* 

Enter Camillo and Archidamus, 



I 



Arch. A F you fhall chance Camillo, to vifit Bithy* 
mia on the like occalion wherein my fervices are now on 
foot; you fhall fee, as I have faid, great diiFerence be- 
twixt our Bithynia aud your SiciHa, 

• The plot taken from the old ftory-booK oi Bbrafius^xA Pemm0* 

f The country here calkd Bithynia, hath in former editiont btea 
printed Bohemia, an inland kui^dom ixtvx^Xitd lieMVf vcv^^ cMiitan. 
if Earop€;.whercAS many of the great \i\c\Aeti!Uolx\vtt"^^v«u'«\» 
«a its being a maritime counts^^ ol 'wY>w>:t Vo^aw^^ ^i^^i^TKv^ 
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' Cam. I tliink this coming fummer the King of Sicu 
]ia means to pay Bithyuia the vilitation which he juftly 
owes him. 

^rcL Wherein our enteitaioment (hall fhame us, we 
will be juflified in our loves; for, indeed, ^r— 

Cam. 'Befeech you— — 

ffrcL Verily, I fpeak it in the freedom of my know-- 

ledge; we cannot with fuch magnificence in fa 

rare I know not what to fay we wiUgive yon 

flcepy drinks, that your fenfes (unintelligent of our in* 
fuffickuce) may, tho' they cannot praife us, as little 
accufe us 

Cam. You pay a g^'eat deal too dear for what's givtii 
freely. 

j^rch. Believe me, I fpeak as my underftanding in* 
ftrudts mie, and as mine honeily puts it to utterance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot (hew himfdf over-kind to Bithy- 
uia; they were train 'd together in their childhoodB|- 
and there rooted betwixt them then fuch an affedion^ 
which cannot chste but branch now. Since their more 
mature dignities and royal nectffities made feparation of 
their fociety, their encounters, tho' not perfonal, have 
been royally attoyiied with interchange of gifts, letters,. 
loving cmbaffies, that they have ieemM t« be toge-^ 
ther, tho' abfcot ; (hook hands, as over avail; and em« 
brac'd, as it were, from the ends of oppofed winds.. 
The heav'ns continue their loves!—*—— 

j^rcL 1 think there is not in the world either malice 
or matter to alter it. You have an nnfpcakable comfort 
of your young Prince Mamillius: it is a gentleman o£ 
the greateil proinife that ever came into my note. 

Cam, I very well agree with you in the hopes of him : 
it is a gallant child; one tliat indeed phyiics^ the fubjedt, 

makcs^ 



This is a blunder and an abfurdity of which Shakefpeare, injuftice, 
ought not to be thought capablie : and as he hath turned quite anew 
the fiory contain 'd in the old paltry book of Doraftus atid Faunia,. 
changing moft of the n;aiu circumilanccs, and ail the namr:s of the 
perfoot; it is probable he removed thisia^ropriety, and placed the- 
iccoe in BHhynia, which the ignorance and negiigence of the firft 
tmdenhen or prioten might corrupt,. %^ Vt\tv^ \nkO«^^f^Tw\.Qi • 

JMemiOt by a lefs variation in the lettera t.\\ax\ \3tv,t^ Vv5t.\i^'«x ^^ 

if of in Bumberidlk other places of chb v^otk. 
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makes old hearts frefh: they that went on crutches ere 
he was born, defire yet their life to fee him a man. 

jircb. Would they elfe be content to die? 

Cam. Yes, if there were no other excufe why they 
fiiould defire to live. 

jlrch. If the King had' no fon, they would defire ta 
Kvc on crutches till he had one. 

SCENE ir. Opens to (Be prefence. 

Enter Leoniesy Harmione^ MamiUiusy BoUxeneSf and 
attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of the watry ftar hath been 

e'he fliepherd's note f ) fince we have left our throne 
ithout a burthen : time as long again 
Would be filled up, my brother, with our tiianks; 
And yet we fhould, for perpetuity, 
Go hence in debt : and therefore like a cypher,. 
Yet (landing in rich place, 1 multiply 
With on^ We thank youyxmny thoufand^s more- 
' That go before it. 

Leo. Stay your thanks a while, 
And pay them when you part. 

PoL Sir, that's to-morrow : 
I'm queftion'd by my fears, of what may chance^ 
Or breed upon our abfence ; may there blow 
No fneaping winda at home, to make us fay, 
' ^ Th> is put forth too truly." Befides, I have ftay'<£ 
To tire' your royalty. 

Leo. We. are tougher, brother. 
Than you can put us to*t. ' 

PoL Na longer ftay. 

Leo. One fevhii-night longer. 

PoL Very footh, to-morrow. 

Leo. We'll part the time betwecn*3 tlien : and in that 
I'll no gaiiifaying. 

PoL Prefs me not, 'befeech you, fo ; 
There is no tongue that moves, none, none i* th* worfd*, 
So foon as yours, could win me : fo it fliould now. 
Were there neceffity m your requeft^ altho' 
. ^wext needful I deny'd it. . 1^^ ^^^vc^ • ' 

f i. c. I ufc tilt ftkc^Victd'it^tVomtii. 
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Do even drag me homeward ; which to hinder. 
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my ftay, 
To you a charge and trouble: to fave both. 
Farewell, our brother. 

Ijco. Tongue-ty'd our Queen? fpeak you. 
Her, I had thought. Sir, to've held my peace, until 
You' ad drawn oaths from him not to ftay : you. Sir, 
Charge him too coldly. Tell him, you are fure. 
All in Bithynia's well: this fatisfaAion 
The bygone day proclaim'd; fay this to him. 
He's beat from his beft ward. 
Leo, Well faid, Hermione. 
Her, To tell, he longs to fee his fon, were ftrong; 
But let him fay fo then, and let him go ; 
But let him fwear fo, and he (hall not ftay; 
We'll thwack him hence with diftaffs. 
Yet of your royal prefence 111 adventure [To Po/. 

The borrow of a week. When at Bithyma 
You take my Lord, I'll give you my commiflion. 
To let him there a month, behind the geft 
Preiix'd for's parting : yet, good heed, LeonteSy 
I love thee not a jar o' th* clock behind 
What lady fhe her lord. You'll ftay ? 
Pol. No, Madam. 
Her. Nay, but you will \ 
Pol, I -may not, verily. 
Her. Verily? 
You put me off with limber vows ; but I, 
Tho' you would feek t' unfphere the ftars with oaths, 
Should yet fay, " Sir, no going : verily^ 
** You (hall not go;" a Lady's *oertly is 
As potent as a Lord's. Wfll you go yet ? 
Force me to keep ycu as a prifoner. 
Not like a gueft ? fo you fhall pay your fees. 
When you depart, and fave your thanks. How fay you ? 
My prifoner ? or my gueft ? by your dread verily^ 
One of them you fhall be. 

Pol, Your gueft then, Madam : 
To be your prifoner, fhould import offending; 
Which 18 for me lefs eafy to commiti 
Thaf ^jrou .to puiiifh. 

Her. 
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Her. Not your goalcr then. 
But your kmd.hoftefs; come, I*llqucftion yoo 
Of my Lord's tacks, und'yours^ when you were boys: 
You were pretty lordings then ? 

PoL We were, fair Queen, 
Two lads, that thought there was no more behmdi 
But fiich a day to-morrow as to«dayi 
And to be boy eternal. 

Her, Was not my Lord 
The verier wag a* th* two ? 

Hoh Wc were as twinn'd lambs, that did frifk i*th*fui), 
And bleat the one at th* other: what we chang'd, 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The docElrine of ill-doing; no, nordream'd 
That any did: had he purfu'd that life. 
And our weak fpirits ne'er been higher rear'd 
With llronger blood, we (hould hare anfwer'd heaven 
Boldly, Not guilty ; th' impolition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours *. 

Her. By this we gather 
You have tript iiuce. 

PoL O my moft facred Lady, 
Temptations have iince then been born to'^ : foi" ~ 
In thofe unfledg'd days was my wife a girl; 
Your precious felf had not then croft'd the eyes 
Of my young play- fellow. 

Her. Grace to boot ! 
Of this make no concliifion, left you fay, 
Your Qucea and I are deviis. - Yet go on ; 
Th' offences we have made you do, we'll anfwer ; 
If you firft linn'd with us, and that 'with us 
You did continue -fault; and that you dipt not, 
With any but with us. 

Leo, Is he won yet? 

Her. He'll Hay, my Lord. 

Leo. At my requeil he would not : 
Hermione, my deareft, thou ne'er fpok^fl 
To better purpofe. 

: Ar. 

/. e. Setting ad de original ftm abating the. impofrtion from tl* 
offence of uur firft parents, wc m\§Vi\\va.Hc>a«MVj '^t^^\«Sk^^«ste \»:- 
aocence to heaven. 
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Hstn Never? 

Leon. Never but once. 

Her^ What ? have I twice faid well? when was't before ? 
I pr'ythee tell me ; cram's with praife, and make's 
As fat as tame things: one good deed, dying tonguelefs. 
Slaughters a thoufand, waiting upon that. 
Our praifesare our wages. You may ride's / Y ' -* '- . 
With one foft kifs a thoufand furlongs, ere ! 
AViih fpur we heat an acre, but to th' goal f j J 
My lall good deed was to intreat his (lay ; ' 
What was my firft ? it has an elder iifter, 
Or I miftake you : O, would her name were Grace I 
But once before 1 fpake to th* purpofe? when? 
Nay, let me have't ; 1 long. 

Leo. Why, that was when '• 

Thi ee crabbed months had fowr'd themfelves to death. 
Ere I could make thee open thy white hand, 
And clepe thyfelf my love; then didft thou utter, 
*« 1 am yours for ever.*' 

Her. 'Tis grace, indeed. 
Why, lo you now; I've fpoke to th' purpofe twice; 
The one fgr ever eam'd a royal huiband; 
Th' other, for fome while a friend. 

Leo. Too hot, too hot > \^Aftde. 

'Vo mingle friend^iip far, is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me my heart dances; 

But not for joy not joy This enteilainment 

May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartinefs, from bounty, fertile bofom, 
And well become the agent : 't may, 1 grant ; 
But to be padling palms, and pinching fingers. 
As now they are, and making pra^is'd fmiles, 
As in a looking-glufs — and then to figh, as 'twere 
The mort o' th' deer J ; Oh, that is entertainment 
Vly bofom likes not, nor my brows,-— Mamillius, 
Art thou my boy ? 
Mam Ay, my good Lord. 
Vol. IIU S Leo. 

t f. e, Gon^ ufage will win us to any thing; but, with ill, we 
op (hort, cvti;u there where both our intcreCt 9Ad o>tt mOisi^xKn^ 
raald othcrwife have carried us. 

/ A UOon vpoD the horn at ihc death ol die ^«t* 



»o6 THE WINTER'S TALS. AAf. 

Leo. rfecks! 
Why, that's my bawcock; what? has't fmutch'dthynofe? 
They lay; it's a copy out of mine. Come, Captain, 
Wje miiiibe neat; not neat, ^t cleanly. Captain; 

And yet the fteer« the heifer, and the £alf» 
Are all call'd necU* Still virginalling 

\Obfemmg PoUxenst and HermMme, 
Upon his palm ?^^How now, you wanton calf ^ 
Art thou my calf? 

Mam, Yes, if you will, my Lord. 
l^^ Thou want^ft a rough paHi, and the (hoots that 
I have. 
To be full like me.— Yet they lay, we ai5C 
Almoft as like as eggs : women fay fo« 
That will £ay any thing; but they were falfe, 
As o'er-dy'd blacks*, as winds, as waters; falfc 
As dice are to be wiih'd, by one that fixes 
No bourne 'twixt his and mine ; yet were it true 
To fay, this boy were like mc. Come, Sir page^ 
Look on me with your welkin-eye, fweet villain, 

Moft dear 'ft, my cofiop can thy dam — ^may't be — 

Imagination! thou dott ftab to th' centre. 
Thou doft make poffible things not be {c^ held, 

Communicat'ft with dreams (how caxi this be?) 

With what's unreal, thou co-a6Uve art, 

And fellow*ft nothing. Then 'tis very cr^nt, 

Thou may'ft co-join with fomething, and thou doft, 

And that beyond eommiffion ; and I find it ; 

And that to the infediion of my brains, 

Ajid hard'ning of my brows. 

PoL What means Kcilia ? 

Her, He fomediiiig iiecms imfettled. 

jPo/. How? my Lord? 

Leo. What cheer? how is't with you, bed brother? 

Her, You look 
As if yoii held a brow of much diftra^ion^ 
Are not you mov'd, my Lord ? 

Leo, No, in good earneft. 

How 

+ A Black die being ufcd \n lo^ ^w!t Q^ajD!ax?|^ ^ijf*. twt only 
make the cloth to rotupon ^Yi\c\i\iV%^u^Wx\.^«^^v&^^ft 
fade aud grow wifty laucb. Oaft &ou«. 
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-How foiwetimes nature will betray its folly ! 
Its tendemefs! and make itfelf » paftime 
To harder bofoms! looking on th« lines 
Of my boy*8 faicc, methoiights I did recoil " 
Twenty- three years, and faw myfelf unbreech'd, 
In my green velvet coat ; my d^ger minosled. 
Left it fhould bite its maifter; and fb prove. 
As onuBBients oft do, too dangerous: 
How like, raethoaghl, I then was to tht» kertid, 
This fquafh, tliis gentleman • Mkie hbtieft frkndy 
Will you take eggs for money? 

Mam, No, my Lord, ill fight, 

Leo, Yon wiD ! why, happy man be*8 dole !— -M/ 
brother. 
Are you fo fond of your yoong prince, as we 
Do feem to be of our»^ 

Pol If at home. Sir, 
He's aU my exerdfe, my nitrth, my matter ; 
Now my fwom friend, and' then mine enemy;*. y 

My parafite, my foldier, ftatefman, all. 
He makes a July V day (hort as December: • 
And, with his varying chfldnefs, cures ite mr 
Thoughts that (hould thick Aiy blood. 

L90, So ftands this {quire 
Ofic'd With me^ we two will walk, my Lord, 
And leave you to your graver ft'eps. Hermione, 
How thou lov'ft usj fhcw in our brother's welcome. 
Let what i& dear in Sicily, be cheap^ 
Next to thyfelf, dnd my yourtg rcrver, he's 
Apparent to my heart. 

Her. If you will feek us^ 
We are yours i' th' garden : (hall's attend yot there? 

Leo. To your own bents difpofe you; you'Ubefoulid, 
Be you beneath the fky. I am angling now, 
Tho' you perceive me not, how I give line; 
Go to, go to. [,^^* obferving Her, 

How (he holds up the neb ! the bill to him 1 

And arms her with the boldnefs of a wife * 

[^Exeunt PoRx, Her. and attenJants^ 
\_Manent Leo, Mam* and Cam. 
To her allowing hufband. Gone alreaLdy, . 

S 2 "Vo.^- 
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Inch-thick, koee-deq); o'er head and ears, a forked one 

Go, play, boy, play — thy mother plays, and I 

Play too ; but fo difgrac'd a part, whofe ifTuc 

Will lufs me to my grave: contempt and damour 

Will beTiiy knelL Go, play, boy, play — there have been. 

Or ] am much deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now; 

And maoy a man there is, eren at this prefent. 

Now while I fpeak this, holds his wife by th' arm^ 

That h'ttle thinks fhe has been fluic^d in's abfence ;. 

And liis pond fifh'd by his next ndghboiur, by 

Sir Smile his neighbour : nay, there's comfort in*t. 

Whiles other men have gates, and thofe gates open'd^ 

As mine, againil their will. Should all defpair 

That have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 

Would hang themfelves. Phyfic for^t, there is none. 

It is a bawdy planet, that will ftrike 

Where 'tis predominant ; and 'tis powerful : think it*. 

Many a thoufand of 's have the difeafe, and feePt not. 

How now, boy? 

ATam, 1 am like you, they fay. 

Leo. Why, that's £bme comfoit. 
What! Camillo there? 

Cam. Ay, my good Lord. 

Leo. Go play, Mamillius thou'rt an honed man. 

[^Exit MamUSlu^ 

SCENE IIL 

Camillo, this Great Sir will yet flay longer. 

Cam. You had much ado to make his anchor hold; . 
"When you caft out, it flili cariie hbme. 

Leo. Didftnoteit? 

Cam. He would not ftay at your petitions made ; 
His bufinefs more material. 

Leo. Didft perceive it? 

They're 

— — tkink it: 
From eaft,' weft, north, and fouth, be it concluded. 
No barricado for a belly. Know't, 
It will let in and out the enemy, 
With hag and baggage. 
Msmy a dioufand, &c. 
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They're here with me ab-eady ; whifp'ring, roundirrg f ; 
Sicilia 18 a fo-foith ; 'txs far gone. 
When I Qiall guft it laft. How came% Catefllo, 
That hedidftay? 

Cam. At the good Queen's intreaty. 

Leo, At the Quecn's&e't: good, ffiiouldbe pertinent; 
But fo it isy it is not. Was this takei> 
By any underflanding pate but thiae ^ 
For thy conceit is foaking, wiH draw in- 
More than the conunon blocks; not noted, fs't 
But of the finer natures? by fome feverals 
Of head-piece extraordinary ; lower meili^s^ 
Perchance, arc to this bufinefs purblind ? fay. 

Cam, Bufinefs, my Lord? I thkk moft underfland 
Bithynia ftays here longer^ 

1^0. Ha? 

Cam, Stayfr here longer.. 

Leo, Ay, but why ? 

Cam, To fatisfy your Highocfs, and th' intrcaties 
Of our moft gracious miftrcfs. 

Leo. Satisfy 
Th' intreaties of your miftrefs? fatisfy? 
Let that fuffice. I've trufted thee, Camillb, 
With all the things neareft my heart ; as well 
My chambcr-counfels, wherein, pricft like, thou 
Haft cleans'd my bofom. I from thee departed 
Thy penitent refbrm'd; but we have been 
Deceiv'd in thy integrity ; deceiv'd 
In that which feems fo. 

Cam. Be it forbid, my Lord 

Leo, To bide upon't.— Thou art not honeft; or,: 
If thou ihclin'ft that way, thou art a coward. 
Which boxes honcfty behind, reftraining 
From courfe required : or elfe thou muft be counted 
A fervant grafted in my feiious truft. 
And therein negh'gent ; or elfe a fool. 
That feeft a game play'd home, the rich ftake drawn,; 
Andtak'ftit allforjeft. 

Cam, My gracious Lord, 
1 may be negligent, foolifti, and fearfuL 
In every one of thefe no man is free, 

S3 ^- 

f /. e, Ji9uiu^ng in the ears a phraCc lu v£t 2X \Xv^\ ^.v. ,- 
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But that his^negUgence, his folly, fear, 
Amongfl the infinite doings of the world, 
Sometinie puts forth. In your affairs, my Lord,. 
If ever I were wilful negligent. 
It was my folly : if indufbrouily 
I play'd the fool, it was my negligence. 
Not weighing well the end: if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the ifTue doubted. 
Whereof the execution did cry out 
Againft the non-performance, 'twag.a fear 
Which oft infeds the wifeft. Thefe, my Lord, 
Are fuch allowM infirmities, that honefly 
Is never free of. But, *befeech your Grac-e^ 
Be plainer with me,. let me know my trefpafs^ 
By its own vifage ; i( I then deny it,. 
'Tis none of mine* 

Leo* Ha* not you feen, Camillo 
(But that's paft doubt you have; or your cyetgla& 
Is thicker than a cisck old's horns,) or heard, 
(For to a vifionfo apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute^) or thought, (for cogitation 
Refides not in that man that does not think it,); 
My wife is flippery ? if thou wilt, eonfefsj 
(Or elfe be impudently negative. 
To have nor eyes^nor ears, nor thought,) then fay„ 
My wife's a hobby-horfe, deforves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to, 
, Before her troth-plight : fky't, and juftify 't. 

Cam. I would not be a ftander-by, to hear 
My fov^reign Miflrefs clouded fo, without 
My preient vengeance taken ; 'flirew my hearty 
You never ipoke what did become you lefe. 
Than this ; which to reiterate, were fin. 
As deep as- that, tho' true. 

Leo. Is whifpering nothing ? 
Is leaning cheek to cheek ? is meeting nofes Hi 
ftffing with infidelip? flopping the career 
Of laughter with a figh ? (a note infallible 
Of breaking honefty ;) horfing foot and foot?' 
Sculking in corners? wifhing clocks more fwift?' 
Hours, minutes? the noon, midnight, and all eyes- 
Blind with the pin and we\>,>iu\. xXidt^s xJcv^vc^ ^'^'i'*^ 
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Tliat would, unften, be wicked? Is this nothing.^ 
Why, then the world, and all that's in't, is nothing. 
The covering fl<y is nothing, Bithynia nothing; 
My wife is nothing ; nor nothing have thefe ikothings^ 
If this be nothing. 

Cam Good my Lord, be cur'd 
Of this difeas'd opinion^ and betimes ;, 
For 'tis moft dangerous. 

Leo. Say k be, 'tis ttuc 

Cam. No, no, my Lord. 

Leo^ It is; you lie, youlie- 
I fay thou lieft, Camillo; and I hate thee r ' 

Pronounce thee a grofs lowt, a mindlcfs ilave>« 
Or elfe a hovering temporizer, that 
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and evil^ 
Inclining to them both : were my wife's Ever 
Infefted as her h'fe, (he would not live 
The running of one glafs.. 

Cam. Who does iufeA her ? 

Leo. Why he that wears her like liis medal, hangihjf^ 
About his neck ; ^/Vi&yw/V,—- — who, if I 
Had fervants true about me, that bare eyes 
To fee alike mine honour, as their profits* 
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that 
Which fhould undo more doing: I, and thou 
His cup-bearer, (whom I from meaner form 
Have bench'd, and rear'd to worftiip; who may'ft fee 
Plainly, as heav'n fees earth, and earth fees heav'n,; 
How 1 am gall'd;) thou might'ft be-fpice a cup. 
To give mine enemy a lading wink ; 
Which draught to me were GordiaL. 

Cam. Sir, my Lord,. 
I could do this, and that witlhno rafh potion^ 
But with a Ifng'ring dram that fhould not work 
Malicioufly, like poifon ; but I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread Mi&refs, 
So fovereignly being honourable.. 

Leo. I've lov'd thee.— Make't thy queflion, and- 
Do'ft think I am fo muddy, fo unfettled, [go rot: 

To appoint myfelf in Uiis vexation ? Sully 
The purity and whitenefs of my (heets, 
(Which to preierve is fleepj wHdi \itw^tgci\i\&^> 
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Is goads, thonw, nettles, tails of wafps:) 
Give fcaixlal to the blood o' th' Prince, my fon> 
Who, I do think, is mine, and love b& mine, 
Without ripe moving to't ? would I do this ! 
Gould man fo blench ? 

Cam, 1 muft believe you, Sir; 
I do, and will fetch off Bithynia fbr^t: • 
Provided, that, when he*s remov'd,. your Highnefa 
Will take again your Queen, as yours at firft, 
Even for your fon^s fake, and thereby for fealiog; 
The injury of tongujes, in court* and kingdoms 
Known and ally'd to yours* 

Leo. Thou doft advife me, 
Even fo as I mine own courfc ka>»e fctdownr 
I'll give no bkmifli'to her honour, none. 

Cam, My Lord, 
Go then ; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendfhip wears at feafts, keep with Bithyniay, 
And with your Queen. I am his cup-bearer; 
If from me he have wholefomc beveridge. 
Account me not your fervant. 

Leo, This fe 8^1 ; 
Do't, and thoii haft the onehalf of my b^art; 
Do't not, thou fpHt'ft thine own. 

Cam. PU do't, my Lord. 

Leo. 1 will feem friendly, as thou hafl advisM me. 

Cam. O miferable Lady ! but, for me, 
What cafe ft and I in? I muft be the priibncp 
Of good Polixenes, and my ground to do't 
Is the obedience to a mafter; one, 
Who, in rebellion with himfelf, will have 
All that are his (b too. To do this deed, 
Promotion follows. If I could find example 
Of thoufands, that had ftruck anointed kings. 
And flourifli'd after, I'd not do't : but iincc 
Nor brafs, nor ftone, nor parchment, bears not one ; 
Let villany itfelf forfwear't. I moft 
Forfake the court ; to do't or do, is certain 
To me a break-neck. Happy ftar reign libw ! 
Here comes Bithynia. 
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SCENE IV. 
Enter Polixenes. 

PoL This 18 ftrangcJ methinks 
My favour here begins to warp. Not fpeak ?— 
Good day, Camillo. 

Cam. Hafl,Moft Royal Sir! 

PoL What is the news i'th' court? 

Cam, None rare, my Lord. 

PoL The King hath on him fuch a countenance. 
As he had loft fome province,. and a region 
Lov'd as he loves himielf : even now I met him 
With cuftomary compliment, wlien he. 
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary, and falling 
A lip of much contempt, fpeeds from me, and 
So leaves me to coniider >^hat is breeding, 
That changes thus his manners. 

Cam, I dare not know, my Lord. 

PoL How, dare not ? do not ? do you knoWy and dare 
not? 
Be intelligent to me, 'tis thereabouts: 
For to yourfelf, what you do know, you muft ; 
And cannot fay, you date not. . Good Camillo, 
Your changM complexions are to me a mirror, 
Which (hews me mine chang'd too ; for I muft be 
A party in this alteration, finding 
Myfelf thus alter'd with it. 

Cam, There is a ficknefs 
Which puts fome of us in diftemper ; but 
I cannot name the difeafe, and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. 

PoL How! caught of me? 
Make me not fighted like the bafilifk. 
I've Look'd on flioiifands, who have fped the Lrttcr 
By my regard, but kill'd none fo. Camillo, 
As you are certainly a gentleman. 
Clerk-like experienced, (which no lefs adoma 
Our gentry, than our parents* noble names. 
In whofe fuccefs * we are gentle,) I befecch you^ 
If you know auerht which does behove mv kuowled^ 
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Thf reof to be inform'd, imprifbn't not 
In ignorant concealment. 

Cam, I may not anfwer. 

PoL A ficknefs caught of me, and yet I well? 
I muft be anfwer'd. Doft thou hear, CamiUoi 
1 conjure ihee by all the parts of man^ 
Which honour does acknowledge, (whereof the kafi: 
Is not this fuit of mine,) that thou declare^ 
Wliat incidency thou doA guefs of hann 
Is creeping towards me; how feir off, how near; 
Which way to be prevented, if tt be ; 
If not, how beft to bear it. 

Cam. Sir, I'll tell you. 
Since I am charg'd in honour, and by him 
Tliat I think honourable ; therefore mark my counfcti. 
Which muft be ev*n as fwiftly followed as 
I mean to utter it ; or both yourfelf and me 
Cry loft, and fb good night. 

Pol, Oto, good Camillo. 

Cam. I am appcnnted hin to murder youi 

PoL By whom, Camillo? 

Cam. By the King. 

PoL For what? 

Cam He tWnke, nay, with all confidence be fwcaA. 
As he had fcen't, or been an inftrument 
To vice you to't *,; that yon have to«ich'd his Queen^ 
Forbiddenly. 

PoL Oh, then, my Beft blood turn 
To an infe<5led jelly, and my name 
Be yok'd with his that did betray the beft I 
Turn then my freftieft reputation to 
A favour that may ftrike the diiUeft noftril 
Where T arnve ; and my approach be fhunn*di 
Nay, hated too, worfe than the great'tt infedion^ 
That e'er was heard or read! 

Cam. Swear this though over 
By each particular ftar in heaven, and 
By all their influences; you may as well 
Forbid the fea for to obey the moon. 
As or by oath remove, or counfel (hake, 

THt 

•f. ^. T(x4raw, pcrCuade 70U. TYv^c\v^x^ac««.^^^xJw.rxtt 
in the old plap, was the Tempter la cVi\. 
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The fabric of his folly; whofe foundatioa 
Is pil'd upon his faith, and will continue 
The (landing of his body, 
PoL How Ihould this grow? 
Cam, I know not; but Pm furc 'tis fafer to 
Avoid what's grown, than queftion how 'tis born. 
If therefore you dare truft my honefty. 
That lies inclofed in this trunk, which you 
Shall bear along impawn 'd, away to-night; 
Your followers I will whifper to the bufinefs; 
And will by twos and threes, at fev«ral pofterns. 
Clear them o'th'city. For myfdf, TU put 
My fortunes to your Cervice, which are here 
By this difcovery loft* Be not uncertain ; 
Tor, by the honour of my parents, I 
Have utter'd truth ; which if you feek to prove, 
I dare not iland by ; nor fliall you be fafer. 
Than one condemned by the King's own mouth ; 
Thereon his execution fworn. 
PoL I do beUeve thee : 

I faw his heart in's face. Give me thy hand; 

Be pilot to me, and thy placo^ "(hall 

Still neighbour mine. My (hips are ready, and 

My people did expe6i my hence departure 

Two dayjs ago. — ^This je^loufy 

Is for a precious creature; as (he's^iare, 

Muft it be great ; and, as his perfon's mighty, , 

Muft it be violent; and as he does conceive 

He is di(honour'd by a man which ever 

Profefs'd to him, why, his revenges muft 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o'cr-fhadea me ; 

Good expedition be my friend, and comfort 

The gracious Queen's; part of his theme, but nothing 

Of his iU-tft'en- (ufpicion ! Come, Camillo, 

I will refpeA thee as a father, if 

Thou bear'ft my h'fe off hence. Let us avoid. 
Cam. It is in mine authority to command 

The keys of all the poftenis : pleafe your Highnefs 

To take the urgent hour. Conve, Sir, away. [^Exeunt, 

ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

The pahcp. 
Enter Hermione^ Ma7Kif!ius^ and La^tes. 

T 

Her, -1- AKE the boy to you ; he fo troubles mc, 
*Tis ])a(l enduring. 

I Lady. Come, my gracious Lord. 
Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, I'll none of you. 

1 Luily, Why, my fweet Lord ? 

Mam. V^ou'll kifa me hard, and fpeak to me as if 
1 were a baby ftill ; I love you better. 

2 Lady And why fo, my Lord? 
Mam, Not for becaufe 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they fay, 
Become fome women bcft: fo that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a femlcircle, 
Or a half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady, Who taught you this? 

Mam, I learn'd it out of womens' faces, pray now, 
What colour be your eye-brows? 

I Lady. Blue, my Lord. 

Mam. Nay, that's a ^ock : I've feen a lady's nofe 
That has been bhie, but not her eye-brows. 

1 Lady. Hark ye, 

The Queen your mother rounds apace : we (hall 
Prefent our fervices to a fine new prince 
One of thefe days; and then you'll wanton with us. 
If we would have you. 

2 Lady. She is fpread of late 

Into a goodly bulk, (good time encounter her! ) 

Her. What wifdom llirs amongil you? come, Sir, IK)W 
1 am for you again. Pray you fit by us, 
And telPs a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or fad, fhall't be ? 

Her. As merry you will. 

Mam, A fad tale' bell for winter. 
I have one of fprights and goblins. * 

Jf.n Let's have that, good Sir. 
Cotnc Oil, fit down. Cotue ow^ ^.x\Ci ^o ^^>xtV^ 
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To fright mc with your fprights : you're powerful at it. 

Mam, I'here was a man 

Her. Nay, come, fit down ; then on. 

Mam* Dwelt by a church-yard;— I will tcBi it foftly: 
Yond crickets (hall not hear it. 

Hen Come on, then, and give't me iu rtiac tar. 

SCENE IL 
Enler Ltontesy AnUgctiuSj and Lords. 

Leo, Was he met there? his train? Camillo with himf 

Lord, Behind the tuft of pines I met them ; never 
Saw I men fcour fo on their way : I ey'd them 
Even to their (hips. 

Lord, How blefp'd am I 
In my juft cenfurel in my true opinion! 
Alack, for lefTer knowledge, how accurs*d 
In being fo blefs'd ! " There may be in the cup 
" A fpider fteepM, and one may drink; depart, 
" And ycft partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
" Is not infe6led : but if one preft^nt 
" Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, make known 
" How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his fides 

^* With ^iolcnt hefts 1 have drunk, and feen tkc 

fpider." 

Camillo was his help in this, his pander: 
There is a plot againft my life, my crown ; 
All's true that is nuftrufted : that falfe villain, 
Whom I employed, was pre-employ'd by him : 
He hath difcover'd my defign, and I 
Remain a pinchM thing * ; yea, a very trick 
For them to play at will. How came the poflerns 
So eafily open ? 

Lord, By his great authority, 
Which often hath no Icfs prevailed than fo 
On your command. 

Leo, I know't too well. 
Give me the boy; l*m glad you did not nurfe him : 
#VoL. in. T Thougk 

• M]uding to the fuprrftition of the vuA^t coxvcwiiva,^ "OasSft 
who were inchantedf aod fattened to iVic (pot, Vf ^«ct»Vcs^j5S>*t 
n» th^ir own. 
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V Though he docs bear fortie figtis of me, yet you 
Have too much blood in him.— — 

Her, What is this? fport? 

Leo. Bear the boy hence, he ftall not come about her j 
Away with him, and let her fport herfelf 
With that fhc's big with: for *tis PolixeneS 
Has made thee fwell thus. 

Her, But I'd fay, he had not; 
And, I'll be fwoni, you would believe my faying, 
Howe'er you lean to th' nay ward. 

Leo. You, my Lords, 
Look on her, mark her \tell5 be but abcfut 
To fay, flie is a goodly lady, and 
The juftice of your hearts will thereto add, 
*Tis pity fhe's not honeit, honourable : 
Praife her but for this her without-door form, 
(Wliich, on my foith,deferve3highfpeech,) and ftraigbl 
The (hrugjthe hum, or ha, — (thefe petty biando^ 

Tliat calumtiy doth ufe : oh, 1 am out, 

That mercy does; for calumny will fear 
Virtue itfdf ;) thefe fhrugs, thefe hums, and ha*«, 
When you have fafd file's goodly, come between, 
Ere you can fay (he's honeft : but be't known, 
From him, that has moll caufe to grieve it fhould be, 
She's an adult'refs. 

Her, Should a villain fay fo. 
The moft replenifh'd villain in the worfd. 
He were as much more villain : you, my Lord, 
Do but miftake. 

Leo. You have miftook, my Lady, 
Polixenes for Leontes. O thou thing. 
Which I'll not call a creature of thy place, 
I^efl barbari£nfx, making me the precedent, 
Should a like language ufe to all degrees ; * 

And mannerly diftinguifhment leave 'Otlt 

Betwixt the prince and beggar I h^ve faid, 

She's an adultVefs ; I have faid with whom \ 
More, {hc^s a traitor ; and Camillo is 
A federary with her; and one that knows 
What flic fhould fhame to know herfclf, 
J5ut with her moil vile ptvnc\^?I, tlv2it (ke's 
A fced-fwcrvcr, even a^ Wd aa \.\iol^ 

V8 



That vulgars give bold'ft titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their htc efcape. 

Her, No, by my life, 
privy to none of this : how ^ill thjs grieve you,, 
When you fhall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have public 'd me? Gentle my Lordt 
You fcarce can right me throughly then* to fay 
You did millake. 

Leo, No, if I miilafcfi 
In thefe foundatipns 'which I build upon^ > 

The centre is not big enough to bear 
A fchool-boy's top. Away with her to prifoa : 
He who fhall fpcak for her, is.fer ofiF gi\3ty, 
But that he fpcak^ 

Her, There's fpme iUglan^ reigin^ 
I mull be R*^^^ ^iS the h^avefis lopk 
With an afpeflrm^ ^vour^ble- (Jpp4 my Lords, 
I am not proa^ tp we^pifa^t ^ <>ur f«|u 
Commonly are, tie vf^t of vvjhich vain denK, 
Perchai^pis, (l^all dry your pities; bi^t I hav^ 
That honourable gri^ lodg'd here, which burAS 
Worfe than (cars drown: 'befeech you all, 9iy j^^ords, 
With thoughts fo qualified a^ your charitje9 
Shall bed inftru£l you, meafure jpRg; aodfp 
The King's will be perform'd ! 

Lfo. Shalllbeh^rd?-T-— r 

ffir^ Who ift't that go^ with Jfo^ ? ^hefeeph your Higbr 
My women may be with me^ fw y w fee CT»«fo» 

My plight req^ire« itr Do not weep, good fools. 
There is no caufe; when you (h^ knpwyo^iir miftrefs 
Has deferv'd prifon, then abound in tes^rs, 
Aa I come out; this a^ion I now go 0Q» 
Is for my betjter grace, Adi^u, my Lord* 
I never wifhM to fee you forry; mWf 
I trufl, I fhall. My women,— come, you've leave* 

Ldo. Go| do yottT bidding J hience. 

\^Exit ^een guarded^ and Ladies, 

Lord, 'Befeech your Highne^ call the Qiieen again. 

Ant* Be certain what you do, Sir, left your juftice 
Prove violence; in the which three great ones fu^er^ 
Yourfelf, your Queen, your fon. 

Z^y^ for her^ njy Lord, 
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I dare my life lay down, and will do't, Sir, 
Pleafe you t' accept it, that the Queen is fpotlefs 
I' th' eyes of Heaven, and to you, 1 mean 
In this which you accufe her. 

jint. If it prove 
She's otherwife, I'll keep my ftable-ftand * where 
I lodge my wife, I'll go in couples with her : 
Than when I feel, and fee, no further truil her; 
For every inch of woman in the world. 
Ay, every dram of woman's flcfh is falfe, 
Iffhebe. 

Leo. Hold your peaces. 

Lord. Good my Lord>— — — 

Ant. It is for you we fpeak, not for ourfelves: 
You are abus'd, and by fome putter-on, 
That wDl be damn' d for't ; 'would I knew the villain, 
I would land-dam him. Be (he honour-flaw'd^ 
I have three daughters; the eldeft is eleven; 
The fecond and the third, nine, and fome five ; 
H this prove true, they'U pay for't. By mine honour, 
I'll geld 'em all : fourteen they (hall not fee. 
To bring falfe generations; they are co-heirs. 
And I had rather glib myfelf, than they 
Should not produce fair iflue. 

Leo. Ceafe; no more: 
You fmell tlusbulinefs with a fenfe as cold 
A^ is a dead man's nofe; I fee't and fcePt, 
As you feel doing thus; and fee withal 

[^Laying hold ofhu arm* 
The inflruments that feel. 

jint. If it be fo. 
We need no grave to bury honefty ; 
There's not a grain of it, the face to fweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leo. What ? lack I credit? 

Lord* I had rather you did lack than I, my Lord, 

Upott 

• Stable-ft.tnd is a term of the foreft-laws and fijrnifies a place 
where a dcer-ftealer fixes his (laud, and keeps watch for the purpofo 
of killing deer as they pafs by. From the place it came to be ap- 
plied alfo to the perfon, and ai\"Y wvvivx i^ttv \ti ^lote,^ vu iK^t fuua- 

tioa, with a gun or bow in Kv% \iaT\(i, vf2L% ^t^lutafce^ \.^\^«. *».<i^«A- 

i$r, and had the name of a Sublo-Jiond. 
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Upon this ground; and more it -would content me 
To have her honour true, than your fufpicion ; 
Be blam'd for't how you might. 

jLtfo. Why, what need we 
Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful infligation ? our prerogative 
Calls not your counfels, but our natural goodncfs 
Imparts this; which, if you (or flupified. 
Or feeming fo, in {kill) cannot, or will not, 
Relifh a truth like us ; inform yourfclves 
We need no more of your advice; the matter^. 
The lofs, the gain, the ord'ring on*t, is all 
Properly ours. 

jint. And I wifli, my Li^ge, 
You had only in your lilent judgment try*d ifr, 
Without more overture, 

Leo» How could that be T • 

Either thou art moft ignorant by age. 
Or thou wert born a io(A^ Camillo'silighty, 
Added to their familiarity, 
(Which was as grofs as ever totich'd conjeAurCj 
That lack'd fight only, nought for approbation * ' 
But only feeing ; all other drcumftances 
Idade up to th' xieed,) doth pu(h on thisprocoeding* 
Yet for a greater confirmation, . 
(For in an adlof this importance 'twere 
Moft piteous to be wild,),! have difpatch'd in poft, 
To lacred Delphos, to Apolld's temple, 
Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of ftufF'd fufficiency. Now, from the oracle 
^ey will bring all : whofe fpiritual counfel had,^ 
Shall ftop, or (pur me« Have I done wellf 

Lord. Well done, my Lord. 

Lico, Tho' I am fatisfyM, and seed no move 
Than what I know, yet (hall the orade 
Give reft to th* minds of others ; fuchras he, 
Whofe ignorant credulity w31 not 
Come up to tk* truth. So lutve we thought k good 
From our free perfonfhc ftiould be confin'd. 
Left that the t«eachery of the two fled hence 
Be left her to i^rlbrm. Come, foUovr u%^ 

T 5 "W^ 

• ^Ifrcbation here fi^\^c% jroof . 
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We are to fpeak in public : for this bufineft 
Will raife us alL 

jfnt. To laughter, as I take it, [y^&fc^ 

If the good truth were known. l^Ex^mt^ 

SCENE III. Changes to aprtfon. 

Enter Paulina^ and a Gentlemauy wkh other attendantt, 

Paul, The keeper of the prifon, caU to hmr. 

\^Exit Gentlem^ 
Let him have knowledge who I am. Good Lady,. 
No court in Europe fs too good for thee ; 
What doll thou then in pri^ni Now^ good Sir>, 
You know me« do you not? 

Re-enter Gentleman^ with the Gocden 

Goa» For a worthy Lady,. ^ . 

And one whom muchrl honour^. 

Paul. Pray you then 
Conduct me to the Queen. 

Goa» I may not, Madam-; 
To the contrary I have exprefs commandinenfc. 

PauL Here ^s ado to lock up honeily and honour firtMP 
Th* accefs of gentle vilitors! I s't lawful, pray you,. ? 
To fee her women ? aiiy-^ of them I Emilia?. . 1> 

Goa, So pleafe you, Mad^m, ,1^ 

To put apart thefe your attendants, I. 
Shall brinjT jEmilia forth. 

PauL I pray yoa now, call her* 
Withdraw yourfclves. \Exemt G^nt* 6ft^ 

Goa, And, Madam,,, 
I muft be prefent at your conference- 

PauL WcMi.beit fo, pr'ythee*. 

Enter JE^milFa,' 

Here's fiicli ado to makcina ftain a ftair^ 
As paiTes colouring; Dear gentle womanr. 
How fares our gracious Lady? 

JEmiL Ai well as one fo great and fo fbrlom-* 
May hold togiether.; oft her ffigbu audi ^ief8,^ i . , , 
5 fWhich never tCDder lady hath borne greater^) 
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She is fomcthing before her time delivcr'd.. 
Paul. A boy? 

Mmih A daughter^ and a goodly babe, 
Lufty, and like to live : the Queen receives > 

Much coitfwit in'l;. faya, My poor prifoncr,, 
l*ni innocent as you. . 

Paul. I dare be fwom; 
Thefe dangerous, unfafe lunes i* th* King! beftrcw th'emi. 
He muft be told on't, and he Ihall'; the office 
Becomes a woman bed. I'll tak't upon me. 
If I prove honey-mouth, kt my tongue bliller^ 
And never to my red look'd anger li: 
The trumpet any morel- Pray you, ^mih'a^ ' 

Commend my bell obedience to the Queen j 
If fhe dares truft me with her little babe, 
I'll (hew't the King, and undertake to he 
Her advocate to th' loud'ft. We do not kno^^ ' 
How he may foften at the fight o* th' child., r 
The lilence oflen of pure innocence 
Perfuades, when fpeaking fails.. 

iSETmiV. Moil worthy Madam, 
Your honour and your goodnefs is fo evident^, 
That your free undertaking cannot mifs 
A thriving ifTue : there is no lady hving . • 

So meet for this great erraod. Pleafe your Lady fh^ 
To vilit, the next room, I'll prefently 
Acquaint the Queen of your moft noble offer, 
Who but to day hammered: of thift defign ;. 
But durfl not tempt a minifter of honour,, 
JLeft fhe ftiauld be deny*<k 

Paul, Tell her, iEmilia, 
1*11 itfe that tongue I have ; if wit flow from'tj. 
A0 boldnefs from my bofom, let't not be doubted' 
r (hall da goodi v '^ 

JEmil, Now. be you Wefs'd for iti j. ' 

I'll to the Queen : pleafe you, come fomethiag nearer. : 

Goa, Madam, if it pleafe the Queen to fend the babe, 
li know not what I (hall incur to pafs it, , 
Having no warrant. 

T^/itf/.. Younecd not fear it. Sir; . . 
Theabild^was prifoperiLOthe wpmbjiami ia- v V -^ 
By law and procefs of great tt«t^Mce xYncaofc i ^ * --^ JiS? 
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Free'd and infrmcbtf'd; not a party to 
The anger of the King, nor guilty of. 
If any be, the trcfpafs a£ tbe Queen. 

Goa. I do heHeve it. 

Paul, Do not you fear; upon mine honour I 
Will fland *twixt you and danger. [^Eeceuni^ 

SCENE IV. Changes UUhe pJau. 

Enter L^arUfs^ Antsgonus^ Ldrds^ and other atUudaats. 

Leo, Nor night, ncr day^nb reft;-. ■ i t is but weaknefe 
To bear the matter thus : mere weaknefg, if 
The caufe were not in being: part o* th' capie. 
She, the adult'refe.; for the iiarlot-king 
Is quite beyond mbe arm; out of the blank 
i^And levd.o£ my brain; plot-proof; but ihe 
I can hook, to tne^ Xay that fiie were gone. 
Given to the fire, a moiety of any reft 
Might come to me again- Who's thcreif 

JSjz/Srr an jtUendavt^ 

jitten. My Lord. 

Leo, How does Ac bay f 

4tkn, He took-gflod reiltcMmght; "'tis hop'di 
His iicknefs is difcharg'd. 

Leo, Tp&eiiss aobkoefs!' 
Conceiving the dHhonour of his* skother. 
He ftraight <kcUa'i& iboopH, look it -deefAf ;. 
Faften'd, and fix*d the (h^mae oat in himft^; 
Threw off his fpirit, his appetite, his ileep. 
And dow/i right languifh'dl Leave me folely , ^b^. 

See how he fares. — Fie, fie, no thought cf hiiD. 
The very thought of my revenges that way 
Rccafl upon me ; jin iomfdf loo mighty. 
And in Iw. parties, liisjdlianoe; let him be. 
Until a time mayitrve. For prefent vengeance,. 
Take it on her. Camillo and Polixencs 
Laugh at me; make their paftime at my^bnow. 
" Tiiey /hould juat liau^, i£ ljaoi4^t«MkL>lc«ci\\ i^nv 
'*^# SbaH /he withk .my igjoorar* v * 



^a^'^isc^ 
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SCENE V. Enter Paulina 'Wiih a child. 

Lord, You muft not enter. 

Paul, Nay rather, good my Lords, be fecond to me. 
Fear you his tyrannous paifion more, alas, 
Than the Queen^s life ? a gracious innocent foul, 
More free than he is jealous. 

yfn/. That's enough. 

Atten, [wUhltu'] Madam, he hath notflept to-night; 
commanded 
None (hould come at him. 

Paul. Not fo hot, good Sir ; 
I come to bring him fleep. *Ti8 fuch as you, 
That creep Uke ihadows by him, and do figh 
At each his needlefs heavings; fuch as you 
Nourifli the caufe of his awaking. I 
Do come with words, as medicinal as true, 
Honefl as either, to purge him of that humour, 
That prcffes him from fleep. 

Leo, What noifc there, ho ? 

Paid. No noife, my Lord> but needful conference, 
About fome goffips for your Highnefs. 

Leo, Hqw? 
Away with that audacious lady. Antigonu>» 

I duu-gM thee, that flie (hould not come about me j 
I knew flie would. 

Ant, I told her fo, my Lord, 
Oft your difpleafure's peril and on mine, 
She fhould not vifit you. 

Leo. What? can'ft not rule her? 

Paul. From all difhonefty he can ; in tliifr, 
njnlefs he take the courfe that you have done," 
Commit me, for committing honour,) truft it. 
He (hall not rule me. 

Ant, Lo-you now, you hear, 
When (he will take the rein, I let her run. 
But flic'U not flumble. 

Paul. Good my Liege, I come ■■ ■ . ■ » ■ ■ 
And I befeech you, hear me, who proftlV 
Myfelf your loyal fervant, your ph) ficlan, 
Yqw moA obedient counfdlor ; \cl\.\\U iax^^ 
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Lcfa appear fo, in comforting your evils, 
Than fuch a« moft kern yours. 1 fay, I comt 
From your good Queen. 

Z,eo. Good Queen? 

P#f//. Good ^iiees, my Loud, 
Good Queen, I fey, good Queen; 
And wouldi by comiaat Hiakelter good^ fo weie I 
A man, on th* worfl about you. 

Leo, Force her hence. 

PmiL Let. him that makes but trifl<rs of his eycft, 
Firft hand me : on mine own accord I^ ofFj 
But firil 1*11 do my errand. The good Qjeeii, 
For (he is good, hath brought yo« forth a dau^t^y. 
Here 'tis ; commends it to your bkffing. 

l^Layitfg 49^»m tbi chOi 

Leo. Out! 
A mankind witch ! hence wkh her, out o^doort 
A moll intelligeadng bswidi 

Paul. Notib:; 
I am as ignorant in that, as yoa 
In fo entitling me ; and no left hone§ 
Than you src mad| which is enough, PH warrant 
As this world goes, to pR& for hqnefl. 

Leo. Traitors! 
Will yau BQt puJh her ou<? ipvt her the baftard. 

Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr'd ; uarooAed 
By thy. dame Partlet here. Take up tiic beftard, 
Take^t up, I fay ; giftc't to thy croan. 

Paul. For ever 
Un venerable be thy hands, if thou 
Tak'ft up the Princcfs, by that fisiocd * ba£sac& 
Which he has put li^on't! 

Leo. He dreads his wife. 

Paul. So 1 would you did : then ^were pafi all doi^^ 
You'd call your children yours. 

Leo. A neft of traitors! 

j^nt» I am none, by this good light* 

Paul. Nor I ; nor any 
But one that's here ; and that's himfclf. For fee 
The facred honour of himfclf, his Queen'si 

^^ 
• i^crced, £ot unnaturftU 
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His hopeful fon's, his babe's, betwys to flandcr, . 
Whofe tting is fharp^r than the fword's; and l^^ll not 
(For as the cafe now ildnds^ it is a cuvfe 
He cannot be compcll'd to't) once remove 
The root of his opinion, which is rotten, 
As ever oak or flone was foitnd* 

Leo. A callat 
Of bourtdlefs tongue, who late hath beat her hwftand, 
And now baits me. *-—Thi6 brat is noftc of mine; 
It is the iffue of Polixencs. 
Hence with it, and together with the dam, 
Commit them to the fire, 

Patfl. It 18 yours : 
And, might we lay fh* old proverb to your charge> 
So like yoo, ^tis the worfe. Behold, my Lords, 
Altho' the print be h'ttle, the whf^e matter 
And copy of the fether; eye, nofe, h*p, 
' The tfick of *8 frown, his forehead, nay, the valley. 
The pretty dimples of his chin, and cheek, his fmiks. 
The very mowld and frame of hand, nail, finger. 
And thou, good go»ddefs Natmre, which haft made it 
So like to him that got it, if thou haft 
The ordering of the mind too, ^nongft all cok)ur« 
No yellow in't; left ftie fufpeft, as he doe8> 
Her children not her hufband's. 

Leo. A grofs hag ! 
And, lozel, di6ta art worthy to be hangM, 
That wilt not ft ay her tongue. 

jint. Hang all the hulbends 
That cannot do that feat, youllleave yourfelf 
Hardly one fubjeA. 

Jjn. .Once raon?, take her hence, 

Paul. A Iki6ft «Ki Worthy and tinndturftl Lord 
Can do no «i0l%. 

Leo. Ml ha' thee bflrtit* 

Paul. I care not ^ 
It is an heretic that makes the fire, 
Not (he which bums ih't. I'll Hot call yon tyWuit^ 
But this moft cruel ufage of your Queen 
(Not able to produce more accufation 
ThJtnyour own weak-hirig'd fancy) fottteMiv^fe?«<^t^i 
Of tyranny} and will igh^A'C makt^o^^^ 
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Yea, fcandalous to the world. 

Leo, On your allegiance, 
Out of the chamber with her. Were T a tyrant, 
"WHierc were her life ? (he durfl not call me fo, 
If flie did know me one. Away with her. 

PauL I pray you, do not pufli me, Pll be gone. 
Look to your babe, my Lord, 'tis yours ; Jove fend her 
A better guiding fpirit! What need thefe hands? 
You that are thus fo tender o'er his follies, 
Will never do him good, not one of you. 
So, fo : farewell, we arc gone. \Exit^ 

SCENE VL 

Leo, Thou, traitor, liafl fet on thy wife ta this. 
My child? away with't. Even ihou, thou that haft 
A heart fo tender o'er it, take it hence, 
And fee it inftantly confumed with fire ; 
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it Up straight : 
Within this hour bring me word it is done. 
And by good teflimony, or I'll feize thy life. 
With \f hat thou elfe call'ft thine : if thou refufe. 
And wilt encounter with my wrath, fay fo : 
The baftard brains with thefe my proper hands 
Shall I dafh out : go take it to the fire. 
For thou fctt'ft on thy wife. 

Ant, I did not, Sir; 
Thefe Lords, my noble fellows, if they pleafe, 
Can clear me in't. 

Lord. We can ? my royal Liege, 
He is not guilty of her coming hither. 

Leo, You're liars all* 

Lords, 'Befeech your Highnefs, give us better CQidit* 
We've always truly ferv'd yau, and befeejih you 
So to efleem of us : and on our knees we beg, 
(As recompence of our dear fervices 
raft and to come,) that you do change this purpofc, ■ ■ 
Which being fo horrible, fo bloody, muft 
Lead on to feme foul iffue. We all kneel ■ 

Leo, I am a feather for each wind that blowjBZ 
Shall 1 live on, to fee this baftard kneel, 
And call me father? better burn it now, 
27ian curfe it then. B\Xt\)tVx\ UtVx^NV. 
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t (hall not neither. — You, Sir, come you hither; 

[^To Antigonus. 
STou, that have been fo tenderly officious 
With Lady Margery, your widwife there, 
To fave this battard's life; (for 'tis a baftard, 
So fure as this beard's gi'ey,) what will you adventure 
To fave this brat's life? 

Ant. Any thing, my Lord, 
That my ability may undergo, 
And noblenefs impofe: at leall, thus much ; 
I'll pawn the little blood which I have left, 
To fave the innocent; any thing poflible. ' 

Leo, It (hall be pofTible ; fvvtar by this fword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
Ant. I will, my Lord. 

Leo. Mark and perform it ; fceft thou ? for the fail 
Of any point in't (hall not only be 
Death to tliyfelf, but to thy lewd tongu'd wife, 
Whom for this time we pardon. We injoin thee, 
As thou art liege-man to us, that thou carry 
This female baftard hence, and tliat thou bear it 
To fomc remote and defart place, quite out 
Of our dominions, and that there thou leave it, 
(Without more mercy,) to its own protection. 
And favour of the climate. As by (Irange fortune 
It came to us, I do in jullice charge thee, 
On thy foul's peril, and thy body's torture, 
That thou commend it ftrangely to fome place. 
Where chance may nurfe or end it. Take it up. 
Ant. I fwear to do this ; tho' a prefcnt deatli 
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe ; 
Some powerful fpirit inllruft the kites and ravens 
To be thy nurfes ! Wolves and bears, they fay, 
(Calling their favagenefs afide) have done 
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous 
In more than this deed does require ; and bicffing, 
Againft this cruelty, fight on thy fide ! 



Poor thing condemn'd to lofs. 



lEx'ity rvlth the child. 
Leo. No ; I'U not rear 
Anotlier's ilTue. 

Vol. III. U "EuUt 
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£nter a Meffenger* 

Mef, Pleafe your HJglincft, pofts', 
From thofe you fent to th' oracle, are come 
An hour fmce. Cleomenes and Dion, 
. Being well arrived from Delphos, are both landed* 
Haftmg to th* court. 

Lord. So pleafe you, Sir, their (peed 
Hath been beyond account. 

Leo. Twenty-three days 
They have been abfent : this good fpeed foretels. 
The great Apollo fuddenly will have 
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, Lords. 
Summon a feffion, that we jnay arraign 
Our moft difloyal Lady ; for as fhe hath 
Been publicly accus'd, fo fhall fhe have 
A juft and open trial. While fhe lives, 
My heart will be a burthen to me. Leave me, 
And think upon my b^'dding. [^Exeunt fs'oerall^* 

ACT III. SCENE i. 

/i part ofStcliyy near thefea-Jtde. 
Enter Cleomeries^ and Dion* ^f^ 

Cleo, jL he climate's delicate, the air moft fweejif 
Fertile the ifle *, the temple much furpafling 
The common praife it bears. 

Dion. It fliames report. 
Foremofl it caught me, the celeftial habits, ; ' ' 

(Methinks I fo fhould term them,) and the reverence 
Of the grave wearers. O, the facrifice — 
How ceremonious, folemn, and unearthly 
It was i' th* offering ! 

Cleo. But of all, the burft 

And 

• But the temple of Apollo at Delphi was not in an ifland, but in 
Phocis, on the continent. Either Shakefpeare, or his Editors, had 
their he^ds running on Delos, an ifland of the Cylades. If ic wai 
the Editor's blunder, then SYvAct^twt vJtox.^, 

Fertile the idA^ -~ 

Which is more eleganttoo, than t\vc vtcfcvi\it^^\^^.^^^^^'^^>Mi«» 
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And the ear-deaf *ning voice o' the' oracle, 
Km to Jove's thunder, ib furpris'd my fcnfey 
That 1 was nothing. 

Dion. If th' event o' th' journey 
Prove 88 fuccefsfui to the Queen (O be't fo ! ) 
As it hath been to us, rare, plcafant, fpeedy. 
The ufe is worft the time on^t. 

Cleo. Great Apollo^ 
Turn all to th' beft 1 thefe proclamations. 
So forcing faults upon Hermione^ 
I httle like. 

Z)/off. The violent carriage of it 
Will deal-, or end the bufinefs^ when the oracli, 
(Thus by Apollo's great divine feal'd up,) 
Shall the contents difeover : fomething rai-e 
Even then will rufh to knowledge. Go; frefh horfesr 
And gracious be the iiTue ! [^Exeuufw^ 

SCENE 11^ Reprefenis a court of Juftite. 

Leontesy Lords y and OJUersy appear properly Jeated. 

Z.^©. This feffibn, (to our great grief we pronounce,) 
Ev'nputhes 'gainft our heart. Ihe party try'd, 
The daughter of a King, our wife, and one 
Of us too much belov'd ; — ^let us be clear'd 
Of beitig tyrannous, fince we fo openly 
Proceed in juftice, which fhall have due courfe. 
Even to the guilt, or the purgation.. 
Produce the prifoner*-r— — 

Off. It IS his Highnefs' pleafure, that the Queen: 
Appear in perfon here in court. Silence I 

Hermtone if brought /«, guarded: Paulina, and Ladies 
aitendingm . 

Leo. Read the indiftment. 

Of. Hermione, ^een to the worthy Leontet, King of 
Siciliaj thou art here accufed and arraigned of high-trea" 
fon, in committing adubery with Polixenesy King of Bithy- 
nia, and conjpiring with Camillo to take away the life of our 
Sovereign Lord the King, thy royal hujband ; the pretence 
whereof being by cireumftances partly lead of en, tViou, Her- 
wi^fw, contrary to the faith and alkgiancc of a itut JuV^t^^ 
U 2 ^^^^ 
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didfl counfel and aid them, for tlcir better fafety^ tofy avjaj 
lyi^J.t. 

Her, Since what I am to fay, muft be but that 
Which contradi6ls my accufation ; and 
The teftimony on my part no other 
But what comes from myfelf ; it fhall fcarce boot mc 
To fay, Not guihy : mine integrity, 
Being counted falfehood, (hall, as 1 exprefs'it, 
Be fo receiv'd. Butthus, if powers divine 
Behold our human adlions, as they do, 
I doubt not then, but innocence ihall make 
Falfe accufation bhifh, •* and tyranny 

** Tremble at patience.** You, my Lord,beft kflow> 

Who leaft will fecm to do fo, my pa ft life 
Hath been as continent, as chaile, as tru€. 
As I am now unhappy ; which is more 
Than hiftory can pattern, tho' devis'd. 
And play'd, to take fpedlators. For behold me 
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe ' 

A moiety of the throne, a great King's daughter^ 
The mother to a hopeful Prince, here ftandmg 
To prat€ and talk for life and honour, 'fore 
Who pleafe to come and hear. For life, I prize it 
As 1 weigh grief which 1 would fpare; for honour,, 
'Tis a derivative from mc to mintf, 
And only that 1 ftand for. I appeal 
To your own confcieiKe, Sir, before Polixcnes 
Came to your court, how I was in your grace. 
How merited to be fo ; fince he can^e. 
With what encounter fo uncurrent I 
Have ftrain'd t' appear thus; if one jot beyond 
The bounds of honour, or in a6l or will 
That way inclining, hardened be the heart* 
Of all that hear me, and ray near*ft of kin 
Cry, Fie, upon my grave I 
Leo. 1 ne'er heard yet. 
That any of thofc bolder vices wanted 
Lefs impudence to g*ainfay what they did» 
Than to perform it firft. 

Her, That's true enough; 
Tho' 'tis a faying, Sir, wot d\ie\.oTt\^. 

Zfo, You will not o>im Vt. 



W 
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Her, More than miilrefs of, 
WTiat comes to me in name of fault, I muft not 
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes, 
With whom I am accua'd, I do confefs, 
I lov'd him, as in honour he required; 
With fuch a kind of love, as might become 
A Lady like me; with a love, even fuch, 
So and no other, as yourfelf commanded : 
Which not to have done, I think had been in me 
Both difobedience and ingratitude 
To you, and towards your friend; whofe love hdd fpoke. 
Even fince it could fpeak, from an infant, freely, 
That it was yours. Now for confpiracy, 
I know not how it taftes, tho' it be difh'd 
For me to try how; all I know of it, 
Is, that Camillo was an honeft man ; 
And why he left your court, the gods themfelveS' 
Wotting no more than 1, are ignorant. 

Leo, You knew of his departure, as you know 
What you have undertaken to do in's abfence. 

Her, Sir, . 
You fpeak a language that I underftand notf 
My life ftands in the level of your* dreams, 
Which I'll lay down. 

Leo, Your actions are my dreams. 
You had a baftard by Polixenes, 

And I but dream'd it: as you were paft all fhame, 

{ rhofe of your fad are fo,) fo paft all truth ; 
Which to deny, concerns more than avails : for a& 
Thy brat hath been caft out, like to itfclf. 
No father owning it, (which is, indeed. 
More criminal in thee than it, ) fo thou 
Shalt feel our juftice; in whofe eaiiett paffage 
Look for no Icfs than death. 

Her, Sir, fpare your threats ; 
The bug which you would fright me with, I feek i 
To me can life be no commodity. 
The crown and comfort of my hfe, your favour, 
I do ^s^ loft ; for I do feel it gone^ 
But know not how it went. My fecond joy, 
The firft^fruits of my body, from his prefeiice 

U J M^ 
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I'm barr'd like one infcftious. My third comfort, 

^Starr'd moft unluckily,) is from my breaft 

(The innocent milk in it8 molt innocent mouth) 

Hal'dout to murder J my (elf on every polk 

ProclaimM a ftrumpet witli immodeft hatred ( 

The child-bed privilege dcny'd, which 'longt^ 

To women of all fafhion : laftly, hurried 

Here to this place, i'th'opcn air, before 

I have got ftrength of limit. Now, my lAegCf 

Tell me what bleffings I have here alive. 

That I (hould fear to die? therefore proceed: i 

But yet hear this ; miftake me not ; no LTe,— 

I prize it not a draw ; but for mine honour. 

Which I would free, if I fhall be coademn'd 

Upon furmifes, (all proofs fleeping elfe, 

But what your jealoufies awake, ) I tell you, 

'Tis rigour, and not law. Your honours all 

I do refer me to the oracle : 

Apollo be my judge. 

SCENE III. Enhr Dion and CleoTHMii. 

Lord. This your requeft 
Is altogether juft ; therefore bring forth, 
And in ApoUo's name, his oracle. 

Her. The Emperor of Ruflia was my father. 
Oh that he were alive, and here beholding 
His daughter's trial ; that he did but fee 
T'he flatnefs of my mifery ; yet with eyes 
Of pity, not revenge If' 

Of. You here fhall fwear upon the fword of jufticc, 
That you, Cleomenes and Dion, have 
Been both at Delphos, and from thence have brought 
This feal'd-up oracle, and that fince then 
You have not dar'd to break the holy feal. 
Nor read the fecrets in't. 

Cleo. Dion, All this we fwear. 

Leo. Break up the-feals, and read. 

Of. Hermtone is chaflcy Poltxenes hlamehf:^ Camlh 
true fubjedf Leontet a jealous tyrant y his innocent bahe tru 
begotten: and the Kingjbcdl live 'without an heir, if th 
which is loft be not found. 



Sc. 4. THE WINTTR'S TALE. ^35 

Lordi, Now, bleffed be the great Apollo \ 
Her. Praifed! 
Leo, Haft thou read truth ? 
Off, Ay, ffly Lord, even fo as it is here fet down» 
Leo. There is no truth at all i* th* oracle ; 
The feffion (hall proceed ; this is mere falfehood. 

Enter Servant* 

Ser. My Lord the King, the King,— — 

Leo. What is the bufinefs ? 

Ser. O Sir, 1 fhall be haled to report it. 
The Prince your fon, with mere conceit and fcar 
Of the Queen's fpeed, is gone* 

Leo. How gone ? 

Ser. Is dead. 

Leo, Apollo's angry, and the heavens themfelvcs 
Do ftrike at my injuilice.— How now, there? 

£Her, fainlt. 

Paul. This news \% mortal to the Queen : look down^ 
And fee what death is doing. 

Leo. Take her hence ; 
Her heart is but o'ercharg'd; flie will recover. 

\EK€unt Paulina and Ladies with Hemttvm.^ 

SCENE IV. 

I have too much believ'd mine own fufpicion : 

'Befeech you, tenderly apply to her 

Some remedies for h'fe. Apollo, pardon 

My great profanenefs 'gainft thine oracle ! 

I'll reconcile me to Polixenes, 

New woo my Queen, recal the good Camillo, 

Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy. 

For being tranfported by my jealouiies 

To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chofe 

Camillo for the minifter, to poifon 

My friend Polixenes ; which had been done. 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardicd 

My fwift: command ; though I with death, and with 

Reward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done ; he (moft humane, 

And fill'd with honour) to m^ kiiv^^ ^v\^ 

Unclafp 'd my praftice, quit \u§ £o\Xu>aR.^ \\tx^. 
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Which you knew great, and to the certain hazard 
Of all uncertainties himfelf commended. 
No richer than his honour : how he glifter» 
Through my dark ruft ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker! 

SCENE V. Enier PauRna. 

Paul Woe the while! 
O cut my lace, left my heart, cracking it| 
Break too. 

Lord. What fit is this, good Lady? 

Paul, What ftudied torments, tyrant, haft for me? 
What wheels? racks? fires? what flaying? boiling? 

burning 
In leads or oils ? what old or newer torture 
Muft I receive? whofe every word defcrves^ 
To tafte of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jcaloufies, 
(Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
r or girls of nine ! ) O think what they have done. 
And then run mad indeed ; ftark mad, for all 
Thy bygone fooleries were but fpices of it. 
That thou betray*dft Polixenes, 'twas nothing j 
That did but fhew thee off", a fool, inconftant. 
And damnable ingrateful : nor was't much, 
Thou would'ft have poifon'd good Camillo*s honour. 
To have him kill a King: poor trefpaffes. 
More monftrous ftanding by ; w^hereof I reckon 
The caRing forth to crows thy baby-daughter. 
To be, or none, or little ; though a devil 
Would have flied water out of fire, ere don't: 
Nor is't direftly laid to thee the death 
Of the young prince, whofe honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the hearty 
That could conceive a grofs and foohfti fire 
Blemifh'd his gracious dam : this is not, no, 
Laid to thy anfwer: but the laft, O Lords, 
When I have faid, cry. Woe ! the Queen, the Queen,-— 
The fweet'eft, deareft, creature's deadj and vengeance for' 
l^ot dropt down yet. 
J^orJ, The higher povret* ioibv^X 
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Paul. I fay, (he's dead : I'U fwtar't : if word, nor oath» 
Prevail not, go and fee: if you can bring 
Tinfture or luftre in her lip, her eye, 
Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ferve you 
As I would do the gods. * But, O thou tyrant \ 

* Do not repent thefe things ; for they are heavier 

* Than all thy woes can ftjor: therefore betake thee 

* To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees, 

* Ten thoufand years together, naked, fading, 

* Upon a barren mountain, and ftill winter 

*• In ftorm perpetual, eould not move the god» 

* To look that way thou wert.* 

Leo, Go on, go on : 
Thou canft'Bot fpeak too much; I have defcrv'd 
AU tongues to talk their bittereii. 

Lord, Say no more ; 
Howe'er the bufinefs goes, yon have made &alt 
I' th' boldaefs of your fpeech. 

PauL I am forry fbPt. 
All faults I make, when I (hall come to know theqi^ 
I do repent : alas, I'tc ihew'd too much 
The rafhncfs of a woman ; he ia tovch'd 
To th' noble Iicart. What's gone, and what's paft help^ 
Should be paft grief. Do not receive affli^ion 
At my petition, I befeech you ; rather 
Let me be punifh'd, that have minded you 
Of what you fhould forget. Now, good my Liegc^ 
Sir, Royal Sir, forgive a foolifh woman : 

The love I bore your Queen— lo, fool agpir ! 

I'll fpeak of her no more, nor of your children ; 
I'll not remember you of my own Lord, 
Who is loft too. Take you your patience to you. 
And I'll fay nothing. 

Leo, Thou didft fpeak but well, 
When moft the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr'ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my Queen and fon ; 
One grave (hall be for both. Upon them fhall 
The caufes of their death appear imto 
Our (hame perpetual ; once a day I'll vilit 
The chapel where they lie, and tears, (hcd ther^v 
Shall he my recreation- So loiv^ 3^% lo&.M'it. 



^^^ 



»38 THE WINTER'aS TALE. Ad lit * 

Will bear up with this exercife, fo long J 

I daily vow to ufe it. Come, and lead me 

To thefe forrows. [^Exeuatr 

SCENE VI. 

Changes to Bitbynla, A defart country; thejta at m Btik 
difiance. 

Enter jinttgonus tvith a cbildy and a Mariner. 

Ant» Thou art perfeft then, our fliip hath touch'd upon 
The deferts of Bithynia? 

Mar. Ay, my Lord; and fear, 
We've landed in ill time : the fkies look grimly, 
And threaten prefent blufters. In my confcience, 
TTie heav'ns with that we have in hand are angr)'. 
And frown upon's. 

Ant. Their facred wills be done ! get thee aboard. 
Look to thy bark, I'll not be long before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your bell hafte, and go not 
Too far i' th' land ; 'tis like to be loud weather. 
Beiides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey that keep upoa't. 

Ant, Go thou away. 
I'll follow inftantly. 

Mar, I'm glad at heart 
To be fo rid o' th' bufinefs. lExi. 

Aiit* Con if. poor babe } 
1 have heard, but not believ'd, the fpirits of the dead 
Miiy walk again ; if fuch thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd tomelaft night; for ne'er was dream 
So h'ke a waking. To me comes a creature. 
Sometimes her head on one lide, fomc another; 
J never favv a veffel of like for row 
So fiir J, and fo becoming : in pure white robes, 
Like very fa'i(5lity, (he did approach 
My cabin where I lay ; thrice bow'd before me. 
And, gafping to begin feme fpeech, her eyes 
Became two fpouis ; the fury fpent, anon 
Did this break from her. Good Awti^oivvis^ 
iSV/icv £at€, againft thy bellex d\^]^o^i\.\otv.> 
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I made ihjr perfon for the thrower-out 

ly poor babe, according to thine oath, 

s rertiote enough are in Bithynia, 

e weep, and leave it crying ; and for the babe 

unted loft for ever and ever, Perdita^ 

jrthee, call^t. For this ungentle bufinefs, 

3n thee by my Lord, thou ne'er (halt fee 

wife Paulina more. And fo, with fhrieks^ 

nelted into air. Affrighted much, 

.in time coUcA myfelf, and thought 

was footh, and no ilumber. Dreams are toys ; 

For this once, yea, fuperftitioufly, 

I be fquar'd by this. I do believe 
nione hath fuffer'd death ; and that 

II o would, this being indeed the iffue 
ling PoHxenes, it fhould here be laid, 
sr for life or death, upon the earth 

s right father. Bloflbm, fpeed thee well ! 

[^Laying down the child. 
e lie, and there thy chara6ler : there thefe, 
:h may, ]£ fortune pleafe, both breed thee, pretty one, 
ftill reft thine. The ftorm begins; Poor wretch, 

for thy mother's fault art thus expos'd 
jfs, and what may follow. (Weep 1 cannot, 
my heart bleeds: and moft accurs'd am I 
e by oath injoin'd to this.) Farewell! 
day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have 
Uaby too rough : I never faw 
heav'ns fo dim by day. A (avage clamour! 

may I get aboard! this is the chace; 

gone for ever. [^Exit, fur/ued ly a hean 

SCENE VII. Enter an old Shepherd. 

ep. "I would there were no age between ten and 
ee and twenty, or that youth would fleep out the 
b : for tlicre is nothing in the between but getting 
nchcs with child, wronging the ancientry, ftealing, 

hting hark you now! would any but 

ifc boird brains of nineteen, and two and twenty, 
nt this weather I They have fcar'd away two of mT{ 
1 (keep, vrhich I fear the wo\t WiSJL k^^\\^x ^vA.'Ccaxx 
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<< the mailer; if anyVhere I have theA^ 3h^ ^^ ^^ 
*' fide, bronzing of ivy. Good luck, air?ML thy wi 
« Wliat liave we here? [Taking up the chU/j Mei 
*' on's, a beam ! a very pretty beam ! a hofy\ or a chi 
•' I wonder ! a pretty one, a very pretty one ; fure fo 
•* 'fcape : though 1 am not bookiHi, yet 1 can read ws 
** Jng gentlewoman in the 'fcapc. This has been fo 
•' (lair-work, fo me trunk- work, fome behind door-worl 
they were wr.. mer that got this, than the poor thinj 
here. I'll tf.ke it up for pity, yet Pll tarry till my ; 
come: he IwUow'd but even now. Whoa, ho-hoa! 



Enter Clown. 



Clo. mioa, loal 



Shr'p. What, art fo near? if thou'lt fee a thing tot 
on when thou art dead and rotten, come hither. W 
aiPtl thou, man ? 

Clo. I have fee-i two fuch fights, by fea and by lai 
but I am not to fay it is a fea ; for it is now the fl 
betwixt the firmament and it you cannot thrull a bodk 
point. 

Shep. Why, boy, how is it? 

Clo, ** I would you did but fee how it chafes, hex 
♦« rages, how it takes up the (liore ; but that's not to 
«« point; oh, the moll piteous cry of the poor fouls, fo: 
«• times to fee 'em, and not to fee 'cm: now the (hip 
*• ring the m(X)n with her maln-mafl, and anon fwallo 
«« with yefl and froth, as you'd thrull a cork into a h( 

** head. And then for the land-fervice to fee \ 

*< the bear tore out his fliouldcr-bonc, how he cry'c 
** me for help, and faid, his name was Antigonusy a no 
<* man. But to make an end of the Ihip, to fee how 
** fea flap-dragon'd it. But firll, how the poor f 
** roar'd, and the fea mock'd them. And how the p 
«< gentleman roar'd, 'and the bear mock'd him ; both r 
<* ing louder than the fea, or weather." 

Shep. 'Name of mercy, when was this, boy ? 

Ch. Now, now, i have not wink'd fince I favv t 
tights; the men me not yet cold under water, nor 
bear half din'd on tlie geta\>.\ivuu\ W^^V\\.tvv5>«, 
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Shep. 'Would' I had been by to have helped the old 
man. 

do, I would you had been by the (hip-fide to hare 
help'd her; there your charity would have lack'd foot- 
ing. {,4fide. 

Sbrp. Heavy matters, heavy matters! but look thee 
here, boy. Now blcfs thyfelf ; thou meet'ft With things 
dying, I with things newborn. Here's a fight for thee } » 
look thee, a bearing-tloth for a fquire's child! look 
thee here; take up, take up, boy, opcn't; fo let's fee: 
it was told rne I Ihould be rich by the fairies. This it 
feme changeh"ng: open't; what's within, boy ? 

Cio, YouVe a mad old man; if the fins of your youth 
ire forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold! all 

rpld! 

Shep, Tin's is fairy gold, boy, and will prove fo. Up 
vith it, keep it clofe: home, home, the next way. We 
ire lucky boy ; and to be fo flill, requires nothing but 
ecrecy. Let my flieep go: come, good boy, the next 
ray home. 

67©. Go you the next way with your findings, I'll go 
ee if the bear be gone from the gentleman ; and how 
nuch he hath eaten : they are never curs'd but when 
hev are hungry' : if there be any of them left> i'U bu- 

7 't- ' ^ 

Shep. That's a good deed. If thou mayTl difcern by 

lat which is left of him v^hat he is, fetch me to th' fight 

f him. 
Clo. Many, wiJl I ; and you fhall help to put him 

ih' ground. 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy, and we'll do good deeds 

Ku!er Time, as Chorus, 
Thne, I, that pltafe fome, try all, both joy and teitor 
f good and bad, that make and unfold error; 
ow take upon me, in the natne of Timey 
o ufe my wings. ^ Impute it not ar crime 
o me, or my fwift pafTage, that I Aide 
*er fixteen years, and leave the gulf untr)'*d 
f that wide gap ; fince it is in my povcw 
) o^rtbrow law, and in one f df-bottv Yvow 
Vol. 111. ^ X ^'^ 
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To plant and o'erwhelm cuftgrn. Let me pafs 

The fame I am, ere ancient 'ft order was, 

Or what is now rcceiv'dl I witnefs to 

The times that brought them in ; fo fhall I do 

To th' freflieft things now reigning, and make ftalc 

The gliftering of this prefcnt, as my tale 

Now feems to it : your patience this allowing, 

I turn my glafs ; and give my fcenc fuch growing, 

As you had flept between. Leontes leaving 

Th' efFedls of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving 

That he fliuts up himfelf ; imagine me. 

Gentle fpeclators, that I now may be 

In fair Bithynia ; and remember well, 

I mention here a fon o' th' King's whom Flortz^l 

I now name to you ; and with fpeed fo pace 

To fpeak of Perdita, now grown in grace ''j 

Equal with wond'ring. AVhat of her enfues, 

I lift not prophefy. But let Time's news 

Be known when 'tis brought forth. Aftiepherd's dauglitffi 

And what to her adheres, which follows after. 

Is th' argument of Time ; of this allow, 

If ever you have fpent time worfe ere now : 

If never, yet that Time himfelf doth fay. 

He wiflies eameftly you pever may. [£x^ 



ACT IV. SCENE L 

The court of BUhynta», i 

Enter Polixenes, and Camlllo, 

Pol JL PRAY thee, good Camillo, be no more im* 
portunate ; *tis a ficknefs denying thee any thing, a death 
to grant this. | 

Cam. It is fifteen yearj fmec I faw my country; i 
though I have for the moft^part been aired abroad, I dc- 
fire to lay my bones there. Bcfidcs, the penitent King, 
my mafter, hath fent for tne; to whofe feeling forrows 1 
might be fome allay, or I o'crween to think fo, which ii 
pother fpur to my departure^ 

JPel, As thou loY'fit x^ty CwDtSio^ Wv^^ wi\. cpoi the 
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reft of thy fervices by leaving me now ; the need I have 
of thee, thine own goodnefs hath made : better not to 
have had thee, than thus to want thee. Thou having 
made me bufmeffes, which none, without thee, can fuf- 
ficiently manage, muft cither ftay to execute them thyfelf, 
or take nw^y with thee the very fervices thou haft done; 
whicli if I have not enough confiderM, (as loo much I can- 
not,) to be more thankful to thee fliall be my ftudy; and 
my profit therein, the reaping friendfhips. Of that fa- 
tal country Sicilia, pr'y thee, fpeak no more; whofe very 
naming puni(hes n^ with the reraembi-ance of that peni- 
tent, as thou call'ik him, and reconciled King my bro- 
ther, whofe lofs of his mcfl prtcious Qneen and children 
are even now fo be afiefli lamented. Say to me, when 
faw'll thou the Prince Florizel my fbn ? Kings are no lefs 
unliappy, their iflue not being gracious, than they are in 
loling them, when they have approved their virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days fince I faw the Prince, 
What his happier affairs may be, are to me unknown : but 
I have (miffing him) noted, he is of late much retired 
from court, and is lefs frecjuent to his princely exercifes 
than formerly he hath appear'd. 

PoL I have confider'd fo much, Camillo, and with 
fome care fo far, that I have eyes under my fervice, 'which 
look upon his removednefs ; from whom I have this in- 
telligence, that he is feldom from the houfe of a mofli 
homely fhepherd; a man, they fay, that from very no-. 
thing, and beyond the imagination of his neighbour* b 
grown to an unfpeakable cffate. 

Cam, I have heard, Sir, of fuch a man, who hath a 
daughter of moll rare note ; the report of her is extended 
more than can be thought to begin from fuch a cottage. 

Po/. That's likewife a part of my intelHgence ; but, I 
fear, the angle that plucks our fon thither. Thou fhalt 
accompany us to the place, where we will (not appear- 
ing what we are) have fome queltion with the fhepherd; 
from whufe fimplicity, I think it not uneafy to get the 
caufe of my fon's refort thither. Pr'ythee, be my prc- 
fent partner in this bufinefs, and lay afide tlie thouglits of 
Sicilia. 

Cam, I willingly obey vomt eomxoaxvi^ 

X 2 ^^^^ 
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P9I. My bed Camillo — we mull difguife ourfclves. m > 

SCENE II. G^jongcs to the Country^ 

Enter Autoltcus Jinging^ 

When thiffhdtls hen'm to peer^ 

Wtth^ heigh ! the doxy over the dale^ 
fVhy^ then come in the fweet 0* th* year ; 

*Fore the red blood reigns in the winter pale. 
The white JJjdet bleaching on the htdgfy 

IVith hey I the fweet birds ^ how theyfingl 
Dothfei my grogging tooth on edge : 

Fur a quart of ale Is a di/hfor a King, 
The larlf that tirra-lyra chants^ 

l^tthj hey / with^ hey / the thrujh and the jay :■ 
Arefummer-fongsfor me and my aunts. 

While we lie tumbling in the hay, 

I have fervcd Prince Florizel, and \n my time wore tSrce*. 
pile, but now I am out of fervice. 

Butjhall I go mourn for that^ my dear ? 

The pale moonfhines by night : 
And nvhen I wander here and there^ 

I then do go mofl right. 
If tinkers may have leave to livey 

And bear the fow-Jkin budget ; 
. Then my account I ivill miy give, 

And in theflochs avouch it. 

My traffic is jfheets; when the kite bnikle, look to Itller 
linen. My father nam*d ma AuicVKUi, being Utkei'd 
under Mercury *, who, as I am, was likewife a fnapper- 

up 

*ThealIurion,and the whole fpeech is taken from I.ucian; who 
appears to have been one of our poet's favourite authors, ns may be 
coHeAed from fcveral places of his works. It is from his chfcourfi 
injudicial aftrology, where Autulicus talks much in the fame man- 
ner; and 'tis only on this account that he is called the fon of Mer- 
cury by the ancients!, namely, btciiufe he was born under that planer.' 
And as the infant was fuppoitd by the astrologers to communicate 
of the nature of the flar which predominated, fo Autolicjs w...- 
'i thiii, Mc, Vrarlwuton. 
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confider'd trifles : with die and drab I purchased 
sirifon; and my revenue is the filly * cheat, 
and knock, are too powerful on the high-way: 
and hanging are terrors to me: for the life 
, I fleep out the thought of it A prize I 



SCENE III. Enter Clown. 

Let me fJee/— every eleven wether tods; every 
Is pound and odd fhilling; fifteen hundred fhorn, 
nes tlie wool to ? 
f the fpringe hold, the cock's mine,— 

[ cannot do*t without compters. Let me fee, 
n I to buy for our (heep-fhearing feaft, three 
)f fugar, five pound of currants, rice— what 
I lifter of mine do with rice ? but my father hath 
T miftrefs of the feaft, and fhe lays it on. She 
ide me four and twenty nofegays for the (hearers ; 
m fong-men f all, and very good ones, but they 
\ of them means and bafes; but one Puritan a- 
icm, and he fings pfalms to horn-pipes. I mufL 
fron to colour the warden-pies, mace>«— dates 

le that's out of my note : nutmegs, feven ;;. 

• two of ginger, but that 1 may beg ; four pound 
rs, and as many raifins o'^th'fun^ 
Oh, that ever I was born ! 

[ GroveRng on tte ground. 
V th' name of me— — 

Oh, help me^ help me : pluck but off thefe rags^. 
1 death, death— — 

Alack, poor foul, thou haft need of more rags to 
hee, rather than, have thefe off. 
Oh, Sir, the loathfomenefs of them offends me, 
an. the ftripea I have received, which are. mighty: 
td millions. 

X 3 - Ch.- 

t 18 u fed by the writers of our author*s time, forfitnple, 

an ; and in this the humour of the fpeech coniifts. 

wwg thok wlu) ilng catche«t ViYaO^i wet. ^s^aec^.Nsi >^cc£xe. 
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do. Alas, poor man! a million of beating may come 
to a great matter. 

jlut, I am robb'd, Sir, and beaten ; my money and 
apparel ta'en from me, and thefc dcteftable things put 
upon me. 

Clo, Wliat, by a horfcman^ or a footman ? 

jlut, A footman, fweet Sir, a footman. 

Clo. Indeed, he flioiild be a footman, by the garment* 
he hath left with thee; if this be a horfcniwi's coat, it 
hath feen very hot ftrvice. Lend me thy hand, I'll help. 
thee Comt, lend me thy hand. 

[^Iitijtinj him uf^ 

Aut. Oh ! good Sir, tenderly, oh ! 

Clo. Alas, poor foul. 

Aut. O good Sir, foftly, good Sir : I fear. Sir, my 
ihouldcr-blade is out. 

Clo. How now? can ft ft and? 

yim. Softly, dear Sir ; good Sir, foftly ; you lia' done 
me a cliaritable office. 

Clo. Dofl lack any money ? I have a little money for 
thee. 

Aut. No, good fweet Sir; no, I befeech you, Sir; 
I have a kinfman not pail three qaarters of a mile hencCi 
unto whom I was going, I ftiall there have money, or 
any thing I want : offer me no money-, 1 pray you ; that 
kills my heart. 

Clo. What manner of fellow was he that robb*d you? 

Aut. " A fellow, Sir, that I have known to go about 
«^' with trol-my-dames *: I knew lim once a fervantot 
<< tlie Prince ; I cannot tell, good Sir, for which of his 
*< virtues it was, but he was certainly whipp'd out of 
*< court." 

Clo. ** His vices, you w^ould fay; there's no virtue 
« whipp'd out of the court ; they cherifli it to make it 
** flay there, and yet it will no more but abide." 

Aut. Vices I would fay, Sir. I know tliis man well; 
" he hath been iince an ape-bearer, then a proccfs- 
^ fcrver, a baihff j then he compafs'd a motion f of the 

** prodigal 

• Tfou-madame, French. The game of nine-holes. 
f. i.e. The ^«/>/>ftyfce-ty, thcu t?L\\ft^ wrtm^* ^.\wkwI\<^^^kvU^ 
oecumDg ia our author* 
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" prodigal fon, and married a tinker's wife within a mile 
** where my land and living lies ; and, having flown, over 
"many knavifh profeflions, he fettled only in a rogue;" 
fome caU him Autolicus. 

Clo. Out upon him, prig! for my life, prig ; . ■ 

he haunts wakes,, fairs, and bear-baitings* 

J^ut, Very true, Sir ; he. Sir, he ; that's the rogue that 
put me into this apparel. 

Clo, Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bithynia; if 
you had but look*d big, and fpit at him, he'd. have run, 

Aut, I mull confefs to you, Sir, I am no fighter ; T 
am falfe of heart that way, and that he knew, 1 warrant 
him. 

Clo. How do you now ? 

Aut. Sweet Sir, much better than I was; 1 can ftancf 
and walk ; 1 will even take my leave of you, and pace 
foftly towards my kinfman's. 

Clo. Shall T bring thee on thy way ? 

Aut, No, good-facM Sir; no, fweet Sir. 

Clo, Then, farewell, I mail go to buy fpices for our 
ftieep-fhearing. [^Exit, 

Aut. Profper you, fweet Sir ! Your purfe h not hot 
enough to purchafc your fpice. IMl be with you at your 
flieep-fhearing too : if I make not this cheat bring out an- 
other, and the fliearers prove fhcep, let me be unroll?d>, 
and. my name put into the book of virtue * I - 

SONG. 

Jog on^jog on, the foot-path iiay^. 

And merrily hent thejiyle-a, 
A merry heart goes all the day,. 

Tour fad tires in a mile- a*. 

lExit.. 

SCENE IV. 
The profpeCi of ajhepherd's cote. 

Enter Florixel and Perdita^. 

Flo. Thefe your unufual weeds to each part of you 

Do 

* Bef^ging gipGea, in the time of our viVVt^^^wt. vci^iSL^'^^'a.Tii^ 
lomptuJes, thit bfid fomethingo£ the Qxcvf olw^Vtt^^r^'t'a.vt^Xi^^'^r 
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Do give a life : no fhepherdcfs, but Flora, 
Peenng in April's front. This your fheep-fhearing 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods) 
And you the Queen on't. 

Pen Sir, my gracious Lord, 
To chide at your extremes it not becomes mer 
Oh pardon that I name them ! your high felf, 
The gracious mark o' th' land, you have obfcur'd 
With a fwain's wearing; and me, poor lowly maid> 
Moil goddefs-like prank'd up. But that our feaftft 
In every mefs have folly, and the feeders 
Digell it with a cuftom, I (hould blufh= 
To fee you fo attired ; fwom, I think. 
To (hew myfelf a glaft. 

Flo, I blefs the time 
When my good falcon made her flight aerofs- 
Thy father's ground. 

Pen Now, Jove afford you caufe ! 
To me the difference forges dread, your greatnefa 
Hath not been U8*d to fiear; even now I tremble 
To think your father, by fome accident. 
Should pafa tliis way, as you did: oh, the fates! 
How would he look to fee his work fo noble, 
Vilely bound up ! what would he fay ! or how 
Should I in thefc my borrowed flaunts behold: 
The llernnefs of his prefence!. 

Flo, Appreliend 
Nothing but jollity : the gods themfelves, 
H'lmbling their deities to love, have taken 
Tlie fliapes of beads upon them. Jupiter 
Became a bull, and beilow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated ; and the fire-rob'd God, 
Golden Apollo, a ]. ^or humble fwain, 
As I feem now. Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer, 
Nor in a way fo chafte : fmce my defires 
Run not before mine honour, uor my lufls 
Burn hotter than my faith* 

Per O but, dear Sir, 
Your refolullon cannot hold, when *tia 
Oppos\h as it mud be, by tV powti o' \X\* Kia^. 
On^ e{ tbcfc two muft be neceffi.U^^> 
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AVhich then will fpeak, tliat you muft change this purpofc. 
Or 1 my life. 

Fio. Thou deareil Perdita, 
"With thefe forc'd thouglits, I pr'ythec, darken not 
The mirth o' th' feaft. Or I'll be thine, my fair,, 
Or not my father's. For 1 cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
1 be not thine. To this I am mcft conftant, 
*rhough dell iny fay A^o. Be merry, (gtutlc,) 
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe with any i:»^iig 
That you behold the wlule. Your guclli are comii/g: 
X.ift up your countenance, as 'twere the day 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which 
We two have fworn (hall come. 

Per. O Lady Fortune, 
Stand you aufpiciou^! 

SCENE V. 

Euter Shepherdy Clu'wriy Mcpfa, Dorcas, Servantif iviib 
PoHxenss and Camillo dlfguis^d* 

Fio. See, your guclls approach; 
Addrefs yourfelf to entertain them fprightly, 
And let'd be red with mirth. 

S^ep. ** Fie, daughter; when my old wife liv'd, upoa 
" This day (he was both pantler, butler, cook, 
" Both dame and fervant ; welcom'd all, ferv'd all ; 
** Would fing htr long, and dance her turn; now here 
«* At upper end o' tii' table, now i' th' middle; 
" On his ihouldcr, and his; her fLce o' lire 
•* With labour; and the thing (he took to quench it, 
" She would to each one f^p." You are ictired, 
As if you were a fealled one, and not 
The hoflefs of the meeting: pray you, bid 
Thefe unknown friends to's welcome; for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your bliidies, and prcfent yourfelf, 
That which you are, millrefs o' th' feall. Come on^ 
And bid us welcome to your (lieep-lhearing, 
As your good flock (liall profpor. 

/V, Sirs, vi'cico;;ic. VTo PoV auA Cam 
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It is my father^s will I {hould take on me 

The hoftefsfliip o' th' day ; you're welcome, Sirs. 

Give me thofc flowers there, Dorcas — Reverend Sirg, 

** For you there's rofemary and rue, thefe keep 

•• Seeming and favour all the winter long : 

" Grace and remembrance be unto you botfai^ 

•* And welcome to our (hearing 1"^ 

Pol. Shephetdefs, 
( A fair one arc you,) well you fit our age* 
With flowers of winter. 

Per, *< Sir, the year growing ancient, 
** Not yet on fummer's death, nor on the birth 
•* Of trembling winter, tliefaireft flowers o' th'^feafo* 
" Are our carnations, and ilreak'd gilly-flowers, 
•* Which fome call Nature's baftards: of that kind 
** Oar rullic garden's barren, and I care not 
•« To get flips of them.'* 

PoL Wherefore, gentle maiden. 
Do you negleft them^ 

Per. *' For I have heard it faid, 
" There is an art, which in their piednefe fhares 
*' With great creating Nature*" 

Pol, Say, there be ; 
** Yet natui-e is made better by no mean, 
" But nature makes that mean ; fo over that art, 
"• Which you fay adds to natuj-e, is an art 
" Th^t nature makes; you fee, fweet maid, we marrf 
" A gentle fcyon to the wildelt ilock ; 
** And make conceive a bitrk of bafer kind 
" By bud of nobler race. This, is an art, 
** Which does mend nature, change it rather; but 
« The art itfelf is natui'e." 

Per, So it is. 

PoL Then make your garden rich m gilly-flowers. 
And do. not call them baftards. 

Per, " I'll not put 
'« The dibble in earth, to fet one flip of them : 
** No more than, were I painted, 1 would wilh- 
« This youth fliould fay, 'Twere well; and only therefc 
*' Defire to breed by me. — Here's flowers for you j 
" Hot lavender, imi\ts,^;3Lvo\\T^vtrv2LT^oY^.m, 
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'' And with him rifes, weeping : thefe arc flowers 
" Of middle fummer, and, I think, they are given 
•< To men of middle a^ ?. *' Y'are very welcome. 

Cam. I fhould leave :ti -. {• ig, were 1 of your flock, 
And only live by ga^-^'^';- 

Per. " Out, aliib i 
^* You'd be fo Icjii, t}'.;v.. l/iatlo o£ jiinnary 
^* Would b'ow )nu iii'-ouirii ai)d liirough. Now, my 

«^ i>irdt trior d/- 
'« I would I had fonie flowers o' th* fpring, that might 
'* Become your time' of day ; and yours, and yours, 
■* That wear upon your virgin-branches yet 
'« Your maiden-heads growing: O Proferpina, 
** For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou Ict'ft fall 
** From Dis's waggon ! daffodils, 
•* That come before the fwallow dares, and take 
** The winds of ^arch with beauty; violets dim, 
•* But fwceter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 
•* Or Cytherea's breath; pale pn'mrofes, 
«* That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
«' Bright Phoebus in his flrength, (a malady 
•* Moll incident to maids ; ) gold oxlips, and 
-*' The crown-imperial r lillies of all kinds, 
«* The flower-de-lis being one. O thefe I lack 
«* To make you garlands of, and, my fweet friend, 
•* To flrow him o'er and o'er.'* 
Flo. WhzX> h'keacorfe? 
Per, No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on : 

Not like a corfe ; or if, not to be buried 

But quick, and in mine anns. Come, take your flowers ; 
Methfnks I play as 1 have feen them do 
In Whitfund' pail orals: fure, this .robe of mine 
Does change my difi)ofition. 

Flo, What you do. 
Still betters what is done. When you fpeaki (fweet,) ' 
I'd have you do it ever; when you fmg, 
l*d have you buy and fell fo; fo give alms; 
Pray fo ; and for the ord'ring your affairs, 
To flng them too. When you do dance, I wifh yoU 
A wave o' th* fea, that you might ever do 
Nothing but that ; move flill, ftiil (o. 
And own no other funAion. Eawik -jo^w ^vti%. 
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So fmgular in eacJi particular^ 
Crowns what youVe doing in the prefcnt deeds. 
That all your ads are Queens. 

Per. O Doricles, 
Your praifes arc too larpfe ; but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which peeps forth fairly thrcugh it, 
Do plainly give you out an unftain'd fliepherdj 
With wifdom I might fear, ray Doricles, 
You woo'd me the falfe way. 

Flo, I think you have 
As little /kill to fear, as I have purpofe 
To put you to't. But, come; our danee, I pray; 
Your hand, my Pcjrdita; fo turtles pair, 
That never mean to part. 
Per, I'll fwear for 'em. 

PoL •* This is the prelticfl low-bom lafs that ever 
«< Ran on the green fward ; nothing (he does, or fcems,*' 
But finacks of fomctliing greater tlian hcrfelf. 
Too noble for this place* 

Cam, llc-tclls her fomething. 
That makes her blood look out : good footh, (he is 
The Queen of curds and cream. 
Clo. Come on, itrike up. 

Dor, Mopfa mufl be your miflrefs; marrj", garlic to 
mend her kiffing with— — 
Mop. Now, in good ti.T.c! 

C/o. Not a word, a word; we (land upon our manners; * 
come, ftrike up. 

Here a dance ofJhephenJs and Jhcpherd'^Jfes. . 

PoL Pray, good /hepherd, what fair fwain is this 
Who dances with your daughter? 

Shep. They call him Doricles,, and he boa/ls hjrafelf 
To have a worthy breeding ; but I have it 
Upon his own report, and I believe it: 
He looks like footh ; he fays he loves my daughter, 
I tliink fo too ; for never gaz'd the moon 
Upon the water, as he'll Itand and read 
As 'twere my dauglrter's eyes ; and, to be plain, 
I think there is not half a kifs to chufe 
Who loves another bell. 
/V/. She dances featly. 
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Shep. She docs any thing, though I report it 
That fliould be filent ; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, (he fhall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

SCENE VI. Enter a Servant. 

Ser. O Mafter, if you did but hear the pedler at the 
door, you would never dance again after a tabor and pipe : 
no, the bag-pipe could not move you. He fings feveral 
tunes fafter than you'll tell money ; he utters them as he 
had eaten ballads, and all mens' ears grew to his tunes. 

do. He could never come better: he (hall come in: 
I love a ballad but even too well, if it be doleful matter 
merrily fet down; or a very pleafant thing indeed, and 
fung lamentably. 

Sar. He hath fongs for man, or woman, of all fizes ; 
no miUiner can fo fit his cuftomers .with gloves : he has 
the prettieft love-fongs for maids, fo without bawdry, 
(which is ftrange,) with fuch delicate burthens of dil- 
do's and fa-ding's: jump her, and thump her: and 
where fome flretch-mouth'd rafcal would, as it were, 
mean mifchief, and break a foul gap into the n^atter, he 
makes the maid to anfwer, Whoops do me no h^rm^ good 
man ; puts him off, flights him, with Whoops do me no 
harm^ good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 

Clo. Believe me, thou talkeft of an admirable-conceited 
fellow; has he any unbraided wares? 

Ser. He hath ribbons of all the colours i* th* rainbow ; 
points, more than all the lawyers in Bithynia can learn- 
edly handle, though they come to him by the grofs ; ink- 
les, caddiffes, cambricks, lawns : why, he fmgs them over, 
as they were gods and goddefTes; you would think a 
fraock were a fhe- angel, he fo chants to the fleeve-band, 
and the work about the fquare on't. 

Clo. Pr'ythee bring him in; and let him approach, 
finging. 

Per. Forewarn him that he ufe no fcurrilous words in's 
tunes. 

Clo. You have of thefe pedlers that have mot^ vi\ '^vcl 
thaa you'd thiiikf iijfter. 

Vol. III. Y ^rt. 
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Per, Ay, good brother or go about to think. 

Enter jiutoUcusJingtngm 

Lanun as white as driven/now^ 
Cyprus black as e^er was crow ; 
Gloves asfweet as damafk rofes^ 
Mqfks for faces and for nofes ; I 

Bugle bracelets f necklace amber ^ 
Perfume for a lady*s chamber : 
Golden quoifs^ andjlomachersj 
For my lads to give their dears: 
PinSf and poahtngflicks offleeU 
What maids, lack from head to heel : 
Come buy of me^ come: come. buy ^ come buy^ 
JBuy, ladsf or elfeyour lajfes cry, 
'. Come buyy bfc, 

Clo. If 1 were not in love with Mopfa, thou fhould'ft 
take no money of me; but being inthrall'd as I am, it will 
sdfo be the bondage of certain ribbons and gloves. 
. Mop. I was promised them againft the feaft, but they 
come not too late now. 

Dor, He hath promis'd you more than that, or there 
be liars. 

Mop, He hath paid you all he promis'd you : 'may be 
he has paid you more; which will fhame you to give him 
'again. 

Clo, Is there no manners left among maids ? will they 
^ffer their plackets where they fhould^wear their faces!' 
li there not milking-time, when you are agoing to bed, 
or kill-hole, to v/hiftle of thefe fecrets, but you muft be 
tittle-tattling before all our guefts? 'tis well they are 
whifp'rin^. clamour your tongues f , and not a word 
more. 

' Mop. I have done ; come, you pfomis'd me a tawdry 
lace, and a pair of fweet gloves. 

Clo, 

f The phnife is taken from tin^VTv^. VTVvtti belU arc at the 
height, in order to ceafc thctn, tVife.tc^t\\«>T\olvV^^v^«OafccwftR.\ 
much quicker thaa before \ tto i» Qa.Ufc^ cUnumrtn^, V^cm. 
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Have I not told thee how I was cozcn'd by. the 
id loft all my money I 

And, indeed, Sir, there are cozeners abroad, 
re it behoves men to be wary. 
Fear not. thou, man, thou (halt lofe nothing here. 
I hope fo, Sir, for 1 have about me many par- 
charge. 

What haft here? ballads? 

. Pray now, buy fome ; 1 love a ballad , in print, 
e ; for then we are fure they are true. 
Here's one to a very doleful tune, how a ufurer^s 
as brought to-bed with twenty money*bags at a 
1 ; and how ftie long'd to eat adders' heads, and 
irbonado'd. 

. Is it true, think you ? 
Very true, and but a month old. 
Blefs me from marrying a ufurer! 
Here's the midwife's name to't, one.Miftrefg 
rier, and five or fix honeft wives that were prcfent. 
lould I carry lies abroad? 
. Pray you now, buy it. 

Come on, lay it by; and let's firft'fee more bal- 
e'U buy the other things anon. 
Here's another ballad, of a fifh that appear'd 
le coaft, on Wedncfday the icnirfcore of AprS, for- 
ifand ^adioTxi above water,, and fung this ballad .a- 
he hard hearts of maids. It was. thought ihe. )vas 
m and was turn'd into a cold fifli, for (he wouM 
hange ilefli with one that lov'd her. The ballad 
pitiful, and as true. 
. Is it true too, think you ? 

Five ji^^ices liands at it, and witneftea more than 
:k will Jipld. 

Lay it by too: another.— 
This is a merry ballad, but a very jwretty one. 
. Let's have fome merry ones. . . . . 
Why, this ia4# paifing merry one, and goes to 
e of Two maids wooing a man; there's fcarce a 
eftward, but fhe fings it : 'tis in requeft> I can 
1. 

. We can both fing it; if thou'It boat ^^^ajct^tb^^^ 
ir, 'tk in tlirce parts. . ^ 

y 2 l>«r. 
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! Dor, We had the tune on*t a month ago. 
j^ut. I can bear my part f you muft knoW| *ti8 my oc- i 
■ cupation: have at it with you. [; 

jfut, Gtt you bence^ for I mufi ^9t 

Whtre it Jits not you to know. 
Dor Whither? 
Mop. whither? 
Dor. Whither? 
Mop.^ It becomes thy oath full tvell^ 

Thou to me thy fecrets telL 
Dor. Me too^ let me go thither. 
Mop. Orthougoejl to the grange ^ ormilL 
Dor. If to either thou dof ill. 
jiut. Neither. 
Dor. What? neither? 
Aut, Neither. 

Dor. Thou haft /worn my love to bem 
Mof. Thou hiftfwom it more to ma 

Then whither goeft? fay^ whither? 

CIo. We'll have this fong out anon by ourfclves! My 
father and the gentlemen are in fad talk, and we'll not 
trouble them. Come, bring away thy pack after me. 
Wenches, I'll buy for you both. Pedkr, let's have the 
firft choice; follow me, girls. 

jiut. And you ihall pay well for 'em. 

SONG. 

Will you buy any tape, or lace for your eap^ \ 

My dainty ducky my dear-a ? . 

And filky and thready any toys for your head 

Of the new* fly andfin^ftyfin^ft wearni ? > 

Come, to ihi podler / money* s a medlery 

That doth utter all mem* ware^. 

[^Exeuttt Chwn^ Autolitmiy Dorcas, and Mopfa. 

SCENE Vll. Enter a. S€rumU. 

J' Sen Mifter, there are ihxet C2i\t.et%, three (hep- 
ierds, tbrc^ neat-herds, at^d x^wc^c Wwi^\«x^ >^ 
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have made thcmfelves all men of hair f ; they call theirs 
(dvcB /altiers ; and they have a dance, which the wenches 
fay is a gallymaufry of gambols, becatife theyiart not* 
in't : but they themfelves are o* th* mind, (if it be not too 
rough for forte, that kn6w little but bowling,) it will 
pleafe plentifully. 

Shep, Away ! we'U none on'tj here has been too much 
homely foolery already. I know, Sir, we weary you* 

PoL You weary thofe that refrefh us: pray, let's fee 
thefe four threes of htrdfmen. i 

Ser» One three of them, by their own report, Sir, 
hath danc'd before the King; and not tlie worft of the 
three but jumps twelve foot and a half by th'fquare. 

Shep, Leave your prating ; fmce thefe good men are 
pleas'd, let them come iu ; but quickly now. 

Here a dance of twelve fatyrs^ 

Pol. O, father, you'll know more of that hereafter. 
Is it not too far gone ? 'tis time to part them ; 
He's fimple, and tells much.— —How now, fair (hepherd? 
Your heart is full of fomething, that doth take 
Your mind from feajling. Sooth, when I was young, ; . 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont 
To load my (he with knacks. I would have.ranfack'd ^ 
The pedler's filken trcafury, and hare pour'd it 
To her acceptance ; you have let him go. 
And nothing marted with him. If your kfs 
Interpretation (hould abufe, and call this 
Your lack of love or bounty ; you were flraxted 
For a reply, at leaft, if you make care 
Of happy holding her. 

Flo. Old Sir, I know. 
She prizes not fuch triBes as thefe .are. 
The gifts {he looks from me, are pack'd andlock'd 
Up in my heart, which I have given already, 
But not delivered. O, hear me breathe my love 
Before this ancient Sir ; \dio, it (hould fcem, 
Hath fometime loY*d. I take* thy hand^ this hand, 

Y 3 As 

f i\ e. NimbJe, that leap as if thc^ Tel&««Ei£«^. 'TNiJt '^Jfilrf^N* 
*•*« fuua temmt^Mh^ynhA^ were ft\kfftd V\^ik\il3SI• 
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At (oh as dove^s down, and as white as iu 
Or Ethiopian's tooth, «*orthc fann'd txiow 
** That's bolted by the northern blaft twice o'er.** 

Pol. What foUows this? 
How prettily the young Twain feems to wafli 
The hand was fair before! I've put you<iat; 
But to your proteftation : let me hear 
What you profcfs. 

Flo. Do, ac^d be witnefs to't. 
Pol, And this my neighbour too ? 
Mo, And he, and more 
Than he, and men; the earth, and heavens, and aS; 
That were I crovrn'd the moft imfperial monarch 
Thereof moft worthy, were I the faireft youth 
That ever made eye fwerve, had force and knowledge 
More than was ever man's, I would not prize them 
Without her love ; for her employ them all ; 
Commend them, and condemn them, to her fervice, 
Or to their own perdition. 
Pol. Faiily ofFerM.. 
Cam* This fhews a found afFeiftion. 
Shep. But, my daughter, 
•iSay you the like to him ? 
Per, I cannot fpeak 
So well, nothing fo well, no, nor mean better. 
By th' pattern of ininc own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 
, Shef, Take hands, a bargain ; 
And, friends unknown, you ftiaH bear witnefs to't. 
I give my daughter to him, and will make * 
Her portion equal his. 

Flo. O, that muft be 
1' th' virtue of your daughter; one being dead^ 
I (hall have more than -you can dream of yet. 
Enough thtn for your Wonder: but come on, 
Contraft us 'fore thefe witncfles. 

Shep. • Come, your hand ; 
And, daughter, yours. 

Pol. Soft,fwain,a-while; *befecchyou, 
Have you a father? 
/7o, I have; but wl\ato£Yim\ 
/V/. Knowa he gf thiai 
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Fla, He neither does, nor fhall; 
Pol. Methinks a father 
Is, at the nuptiid of his fon, a gueft 
That bell becomes the table: *pray you once more. 
Is not your ftrt^er grown incapable 
Of reafonablc affeirsB is he not ftupid . . 
With age, and alt 'ring rheums^ can be fjpeak? hear^ 
Know man from man ? difpute his own efUte? • • 
Lies W not bed-rid? and, again, doernothing. 
But what he did being childifh ? 

Flo. No, good Sir; 
He has his health, and ampler ftrength, indeed^ 
Than moft have of his age. 

PoL By my white beard. 
You offer him, if this be fo, a wrong 
Something un^liaL Reafbn, my fon 
Should chufe himfelf ^ wife; but as good reafofi. 
The father (all whofe joy is nothing elfe 
But fair pofterity) fhould holdfome counfel 
In fuch a bufmefs. 

Fio. I yield all this; 
But for fome other reafons, my graye Sir, 
Which 'tis not fit you know, 1 not acquaint ^^ 

My father of this bufinefs. 
PoL Let him know't. 
Flo. Heihallnot* 
FoL Pr'ythee, let him.. 
F/o. No; he muft not, 

Sluf. Let hint, my fon, he ihaQ not need to grieve 
At knowing of thy choice. 

Flo, Come, come, he muft not. 
Mark our contradl. 

Pol, Mark your divorcC| young Sir, 

[^D'lfiinwriHg himffff. 
Whom fon I dare not call; thou art too bafe 
To be acknowledged. Thou a fceptre*s heir, 
That thus affeA's a fheep-hook! Thou old traitor, 
I'm forry, that, by hanging thee, I can bat 
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, frc(h piece 
Of excellent witchcraft, who of force mufbknow 
The royal fool thou cop'ft mtb" ■ ■ 
-S^^ O my heaitt \ * 
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Pol. 1*11 have thy beauty fcratch'd wkh brors, and 
made 
More homely than thy ftatc. For thee, fond boy, 
. XI I may ever know thou dofl. but figh 
.^hat thou no more (hall fee hi» knack, as never 
1 mean thou (halt^ we'll bar thee from fucceflioii^ 
Not hold thee of our blood, ho, not our kin, { 

Far* than Deucalion off: mark thou my words; 
.Follow us to the cofirt. Thou chuH, for this tkne^ 
Thou full of ourdifpleafure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it : and you, inchantment^ 
Worthy enougb a herdfman; yea him too, 
That makes himfelf, but for our honour thereiiv 
Unworthy thee ; i£ ever, henceforth, thou. 
Thefe rural latches to his entrance open. 
Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 
I will devife a death as cruel for* thee. 
As thou art tender to it.. [Exk, 

SCENE virr. 

Per, Even here undone. 
*|^I was not much afraid; for once or twice 
** I was about to fpeak, and tell him plainly, 
*< The felf-fame fun that (hines upon his court, 
■* Hides not liis vifagc from our cottage,, but 

•< Looks on alike." Wilt pkafe you, Sir, be gone?- 

iTo FlorivuL 
I told you whai would come of this, 'Befeech you^ 
Of your own flate take care : this dream of miiye, 
** Being now awake, 1*11 queen it no inch farther^ 
** But milk my ewes, and weep." 

Cam. Why, how now, father^ 
Spe^ ex'e tbou diefl. 

Shep, I cannot f j>eak nor think. 
Nor dare to know that which I know. O Sir, 

[To Fhrhul. 
** You have undone a man of fourfcorc three, 
" That thought to fill his grave iu quiet ; yea^ 
«* To die upon the bed my fiither dy'd, 
" ToJie c\o{t by his honeftbotie^'. Wtno^ 
^' Some iaDgman muft put on in>f %i|a^^) ^«A V*^ /^ 
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" Where no prfcft (hovels in duft.^* • O curfed wretch ! 

[To PerAta. 
That knew'ft thi# vras the Ptitice, and would'ft adrcnturc 
To mingle faith with him. Undone, undone! 
If I might die within this hour, I have livM 
To die when 1 defire. • [^Exeuntl 

SCENE IX. 

Flo. Why look you fo upon me? 
I am but forry, not afraid ; delay 'd, 
But nothing akerM: what 1 was, I am; 
More ilraining on, for plucking back; not following 
My leafh unwUHngly. 

Cam. Gracious my Lord, 
You know your father's temper; at this time 
He will allow no fpeech, (which I do guefs, 
You do not purpofe to him;) and as hardly . 
Will he endure your fight, as yet I fear, ^ 

Then, till the fury of his Highnefs fettle. 
Come not before him. 

Flo, I not purpofe it. 
I think, Camillo— — 

Cam, Even he, my Lord. 

Per, How often have 1 told you ^t would be thus? 
How often faid, my dignity would lad 
But till 'twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but'^by 
The violation of my faith ; and then 
Let nature cruih the, fides o' th* earth together, ^ 

And mar the feeds within! Lift up thy looks!*—— 

From my fucceffion wipe me, father, I 
Am heir to my affe^on. 

Cam, Be advis'd. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy, if my reafon 
Will thereto be obedient, 1 have reafon ; 
If not, my fenfes better pleas'd with madnefs, 
Do bid it welcome. 

Cam. This is defperate, Sir. 

Flo. So call it ; but it does fulfil ipy vow ; 
I needs muft think it honefty. Camillo, 
Not for Bithynm, nor the pomp ^«»^- "k^^ 



\.^ 
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Be thereat glean'd; for all the fun fees, or 

The clofe earth wombs, or the profound feas hide 

la unknown fathoms^ will I break my oath 

To this my fair belov'd : therefore, 1 pray you, 

As you have ever been my father's friend. 

When he (hall mifs me, (as, in faith, I mean not 

To fee him any more,) call your good counfels 

Upon his paifion ; let myfelf and fortune 

Tug for the time to come. This you may know^ 

And fo deliver. I am put to fea 

With her, whom here I cannot hold on (hore; 

And, moft opportune to our need, I have 

A veflel rides fall by, but not prepared 

For this defign. What courfe I mean to hold. 

Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 

Concern me the reporting. 

Cam, O my Lord, 
I would your fpirit were eafier for advice. 
Or flrongcr for your need, 

Flo. Hark,Perdita 

I'll hear you by and by. ' £To Camlk. 

Cam, He's irremoveable, 
Rcfolv'dfor flight: now were I happy, if 
His going 1 could frame to fenre my turn; 
Save him from danger, do him love and honour^ 
Purchafe the fight again of dear Sicilia, 
And that unhappy King, my mafter, whom 
I fo much thirft to fee. [,4fi^* 

Flo- Now, good Camillo, 
I am fo fraught with curious bufinefs, that 
I leave out ceremony. 

Cam* Sir, I think 
You have heard of my poor fervices, i'th'lovc- 
That I have borne your father. 

Flo. Very nobly $ 

Have you deferv'd : it is my father^s mufic ^ 

To fpeak your deeds, not little of his care 
To have them recompens'd, as thought on. 

Cam Well; my Lord, 
If you may pleafe to think I love the King. 
And through him what's neareft to him, which is- 
Your gracious fdf, embrace Wt m^ ^x^^vqtx^ 



^ 
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If yo«r more ponderous and fettled projeA 
May fufFer alteration ; on mine honour 
ril point you where you fhall have fuch receiving 
As fhall become your Highncfs, where you may 
Enjoy your miftrefs; from the whom, I fee. 
There's no di^unftion to be made, but by 
(As heav'ns forefend!) your ruin. Marry her; 
And with my beft endeavours, in your abfence, 
Your difcontented father I'll ftrive to quahfy. 
And bring him up ,to liking, 

Flo. How,Camillo, 
May this,almoft a miracle, be done? 
That I may call thee fomethiijg more than man. 
And after that truil to thee. 

Cam. Have you thought on 
A place whereto you'll go? 

Ph. Not any yet. 
But as th' unthought-on accident is guilty 
Of what we wildly do, fo we profefs 
Ourfelves to be the flaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam, Then Kft to me. 
This follows, if you will not change your purpofe, 
But undergo this flight, make for Sicilia; 
And there prefent youHelf and your fair prjncefs 
(Forfo I fee flie mud be) 'fore Leontes: 
She fhall be habited as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. Methinks I fee 
Leontes opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcomes forth : aflcs thee, the fon, forgivenefs, 
As 'twere i' th' father's perfon; kifl*es the hands 
Of your frefh princefs ; o'er and o'er divides him, 
'Twixt his unkindnefs and his kindnefs : th' one» 
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow 
Fafter than thought or time. 

Flo. Worthy Camiilo, 
What colour for my vifitation fhall I 
Hold up before him ? 

Cam, Sent by the King your father 
To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 
The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
Whsit you, »3 from your father, ftjfiV Advvcr, 
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Things known betwixt us three, I'U write youd^wa; 
The which (hall point you forth at every iittii^a 
What you muft by : that he fhall not perceive^ 
But that you have your father's bofom there. 
And fpeak his very heart. 

Flo, I am bound to you: 
There is fonve fap in this. 

Cam. A courfe more promiflng 
Than a wild dedicatioB of yourfelves 
To unpath'd waters, undream'd fhores; moil ceitaia 
To miferies enough : no hope to help you. 
But as you (hake off one, to take another: 
Nothing fo certain as your anchors, who 
Do their beft office, if they can but fUy you 
Where you'll be loath to be : befides, you know, 
Profperity's the very bond of love, 
Whofe frefh complexion and whofe heart together 
AfHiftion alters. 

Per, One of thefe is true : 
I think afHidlion may fubdue the cheek, 
But not take in the mind. 

Cam, Yea, fay you fo ? 
There fhall not at your father's houfe, thefe feven years, 
Be bom another fuch. 

Fio. My good Caraillo, 
She is as forward of her breeding, as 
She is i' th' rear o' our birth. 

Cam, I cannot fay, 'tis pity 
She lacks inftru6iions, for fhe feems a miflrefs 
To moft that teach. 

Per, Your pardon. Sir, for /this: 
1*11 blufh you thanks. 

Flo, My prettiefl: Pcrdita 

But, oh, the thorns we fland upon ! Camillo, 
Preferver of my father, now of me ; 
Themedicine of our houfe! how fhall we do? 
We arc not furnifh'd like Bithynia's fon. 
Nor fhall appear in Sicily 

Cam, My Lord, 
Fear none of this ; I think you know my fortunes 
Do all lie there : it (hall be fo my care 
2 o have you royally a^ou\\.c<\> ^^\1 
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'T];i€ fccne you play were inine. For hillance. Sir, 
That you may know you fhall not want ; one word. — 

[They talk afide, 

SCENE X. 
Enter AuioUcu^, 

Jl\H, Ha, h^> what a fool Hone fly is I and T*ruft> 
his f worn brother, a, ?ery fini pie gentleman? I have fold 
all my trumpery; not. a counterfeit Hone, not a ribbon, 
glafs, poin^Hder, browch, table-book, ballad, knife, tape, 
glove, (hoc-tie, bracelet, horn-ring to keep my pack from 
fading: they throng who fhould buy firft, as if my 
tvinkets had b^n hallowed, and brought a benedidion 
to the buyer; by which means, I faw whofe purfe wad 
bell in picture; and what I faw to my good ufe, I re- 
membered. My good Clown (who wants but fomething 
to be a reafonable man) gi-ewfoin love with the Wenches 
fong, th^t.he would nt)t ftir his pettitoes till he had both 
tune and words ; which fo drew the reft of the herd to me> 
that all their other fenfes ftiick in ears ; you might have 
pinch'd a placket, it was fenfelefs ; 'twas nothing to geld 
a cod-piece of a purfe; I would have filed keys off, that 
hung in chains: no hearing, no feeling, but my Sir's fong, 
and admiring the nlc^^hing of it» ^ that in this time of 
lethargy, I piv^k^d and cut moft of their feftival puffes ; 
and had not the old man come in with a whoo-bub againft 
his daughter and the King's (on, and fcar'd my choughs 
froni the chaff, I had not left a purfe alive in the whole 
army. 

\Camtllo^ iRlor, and Perd, c(mefarw(U^d» 

Cam. Nay ; but my letters by this meapfr being tkere^ 
So foon as you arrive, fhall clear that doubt. 

Flo. And thofe that you'll procure from King Lc* 
ontes.— — 

Cam. Shall fatisfy your iatKer. 

Per. Happy be.you! 
AH that you fpeak fhews fair. 

Cam. Who have we here? [St;ing Avtot^ 

We'll make an inflrument of thie^i bmU 
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jtut. If they have overheard vat now ; why, hanging. 

Cam. How now, good fellow^ 
Why fliak'ft thou fo? fear not, man, 
Here's no harm intended to thee. 

Aut, I am a poor fellow^ Sir. 

Cam. Why, be fo llill; here's no body will fteal that 
from thee; yet for the outfit? of thy poverty, we mnft 
make an exchange ; therefore difcafe thee inilantly, (thou 
muft think there*s neceflity in*t,) and change garments 
with this gentlenum : tho' the penny-worth, on his fide, 
be the worft, yet hold thee, there's fomc booC« 

Aut. 1 am a poor fellow. Sir. — ( I know yc well fr 
nough. ) 

Caip. Nay, pr'ythce, difpitcb: the gentleman is half^ 
flea*d already. 

Aut. Are you in eameft, Sir? — (I fincU the tnck 
on't.) iJ^di. 

Flo. Difpatch, I pr*ythec. 

Aut. Indeed I have had earneft, bat I cannot with coo- 
fcicnce take it. 

Cam. Unbuckle, unbuckle. 
Fortunate miftrefs ! (let my prophecy i 

Come home to ye;) you muft retire yourfelf 
Into fome covert; take your fwectheart*8 hat. 
And pluck it o*cr your brows : muffle your face, 
Difmantte yo«; and, as you can, difliken 
The truth of your own feemiRg ; that you may 
•(tor I do fear cycrover you) to (hip-board 
Get undefcryM. 

Per. I fee the play fo lies, 
•iThat I muft bear a part, 
• Gamm No remedy-—^ 
Have you 4onc there .' 

Th. Should 1 now meet my father, 
He would not call me fon. 

Cam. Nay, you (hall have no hat: 
Come, Ladys come: farewell, my friend, . 

jiut. Adieu, Sir. 

Flo. O Pcrdita, what have we twain forgot? • 
jRra/ }'ou, a word. • • \». ' i."-J.-« 

Cam. What I do ncult M^Vjfc^^^^^'J^^^V^ 



^^ 
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Of this efcape, and whtfther they arc bound : 
Wheiexn my iu>pc jb^ I fiiatt fb prevail 
To force hxm after; in whofie company ' 
iL (hall review Sicilia; for whofe light 
i have a woman's^ longing. 

Flo. Fortune {jpeed us! 
Thus we fet «m, Camillo, to th' fea-fide. 

lExU Fhr. with Per, 

£am. The fwifter fpeed, the heUer. . {E»k. 

SCENE XL 

jtui, I underftand the bu&Kfi, I heard it. To have 
a^open ear, a quick eye, and a nimble hand^'is neccflary 
Ibr a cut-puriie; a good nolc is reqoifite aUb, to (meQ out 
work fi^r th* other ienfe«» I &a^< this ia.thc time that 
the unjuft man doth thrive. Whatman ^exchaage had this ^ 
been without boot? what-a boot is herev with' this ex- 
duioge? Sure the gods do this year connive at us» and we 
may doany thing exieii^«rct T&Frince hfflif^is about 
a- piece of iniquity ; ftealiag away from his £ither> with • 
his clog at his heels.* If "I^^oi^ht it were not a piece of 
honefly to acquaint the King withal, I would do't ; I bold 
i^the more knaverjr to conceal it ; and therein am I con« 
ftant to my profeSbn^^ 

SnieriClown and Shcphtrd. 

A&Atf a&le,-4idre!s more matter fi»r a hot brain ; every 
lane's end, every (hop^ church, feificm^ hanging, yields a 
oareful man wotLc 

CIo. See, fee» what a>man you are now! there is no 
other way, biit to ttil the ILiag fha's a changeling, and* 
none of youc fieih and blood. 

Shep.' Nay, hot hear me. 

C/or Nay, but hear ra^..- 

Shfp^Goto^thtn. 

CIo»^ She bciugnone of your flelh and blood, your fiefh 
and blood has not offended the King; and fo your flcili 
and blood is not to be punilh'd by him. Shew thofe 
things yott found about her, thofe fecrct things, all but 
what Ihe has with her.j this being done, let the law ^o 
whiiUe; I warrant you. 

. Sl^. I wm tell the King a\\, «vcrj 'v^i^> V^-* -asx^ 
Z a ^«^ 
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his fon*« pranks too; " who, I. may iay, is no honcfl 
** man neither to his father, nor to me, to go about to 
" make me tlie King's brother-ia»law." 

C/o. ^' Indeed, brother-xib-Iaw was the factheft off you 
'< could have been to him ; and then your blood had beoi 
•* the dearer by I know how much an ounce." 

y^ut. Ver}' wifely, puppies! [-^<^» 

Slfef>. Well; let us to the King; there is that in this 
farth^ will make him fcratch'his beard. . j 

^ut, I know not what impediment this complaint may 
be to the flight of my mailer. 
' Cio. 'Pray heartily he beat the palace. 

j^ut. Though I am nut naturally honeft, I amtfCb 
fiometimcs by chance: let me pocket irj) my pcdler's ex- 
crement*. How now, rallies, whither are you bound? 

She^ To th* palace, an it like your Worihip. 

jiut. Your affairs there, what, with whom, the condi- 
tion of that farthel, the place of your dwelling* your 
names, ycnr age, of what having, breeding, and any 
thing that is fitting for to be known, difcover. 

C/o. We are but plain fellows. Sir. 

jfut, A lie; you are rough and hairy } let me haw 
no lying : it becomes none but tradefmen^ and they (^tcn 
give us foldiers the lie ; but we pay them for it with ftan^ 
cd coin, not flubbed itcel ; therefore they do give us the 
he. 

C/o» Your Worfhip had like to hare given vs cmc, if 
you had not taken yourfclf with the manner. 

Shep. Are you a courtier, an like you. Sir ? . 

j^ut. Whether it like me or no, I am a coartier. Sceft 
- thou not the air of the court in thefe infoldiags ? hath not 
my gate in it the meafure of the court? receives not thy 
nofe ccurt-odour from me? reflect 1 not on thy bafesefs, 
court-contempt? think'ft thou, for that linfinuate, or 
toze from thee thy bufmefs, 1 am therefore no courtier? 
I am courtier Cap-a-pe ; and one that will eitlier puHi en 
or pluck back thy buOnefs theitr; whercupoa L conunacd 
thee to open thy affair. 

S/jtp. My buiinefs. Sir* is to the King. . 

jiu/. What advocate hail thou to hiitxl ^ 

f Meaning Via ^a\fc >at*r^ 
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^j^^^. I know not, an't like yon. 

Clo: Advocate's the couit-word tor a pheafiiat ; fay 
you have none. 

Shep, None, Sir; I have no pheafant-cock nor hen. 

Aut* " Kowblcfe'd are we thnt aie not fiinple men! ; 
" Yet Nature miglit have made tnti as thcfe are ; '^ 
" Therefore I will not difdain.!* 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Sbcp. His garments are rich, but. he .wears them not \ 
bandfomdy. 

do, " He feems to bcthe mote noble in* being fantafti- 
<• cal; a great man, I'll warranty 1 know. by the picking ., 
«« on's teeth." 

Am. The farthel there; what's i'lh'.farthcl? r 
Wherefore that box I 

Sbrp. Sir, there lies fuch fecnets in this farthel and boXi ^ 
which none nuift know but the King; and which he fhall .' 
knoiw. within this hour, if! may come to th' fpeech.of 1 
him*. 

Avt. Agei than haft.bft thy. labour. \ 

Sbep. Why, Sir? : 

AuL The King is not at the palace: he is gone aboard .' 
at new Aup, to purge melancholy and air himfelf ; for if . 
tk>u be^ft capable of things ferioust thou muH know the .. 
King is fuU of grief. . 

Sbep. So 'tis faid, Sir, about. hia.fon that ihould'have 
naarried a ihepherd's daughter. . 

AuU If thati (hepherd be not in^hand^ft^ Jet him£y ; , 
the curfes he ihall have, the tortures he ihall feel, wiU . 
break the back, of man, the heart.of monfter. . 
Clo. Think you fo. Sir? - 

Auin Not.he^akme iliall fn&iv what wit can make heavy, . 
andivengCJince bitter; but thofe that ane^rnxaneto him, ^ 
though remov'd fifty times, (hall all come under the hang- 
man; ixdbidi 'though it be great pity,, yet it • is jieceflary. 
An old: iheep-whillliog ^rogue,. a ramttender, to offer to 
have his daughter come into .grace! Some fay he ihall be . 
fton'd; but that death is too foft.for.him, fay I. Draw ; 
our throne into a (heeprcote I all deaths arc too few, the..: 
fhaipeft too eafy. 

CU0 Hsuk the oldman c*er a Inn^ Svi^ &o '^^^Ysaxi^ -mS^. - 
like jrou^ Siri 
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jiut. He has a fon, who (hall be flay'd afive, then 
•nointed over with honey, fct on the head of a wafp's neft, 
then {land till he be three quarters and a dram dtad^ thea 
rccover'd agam with aquavkae, or fibme other hot infu- 
fion ; then, raw as he is^ ( and in the hotteft dajr prognof- 
tication proclaims,) (hall he be fet againft a brick-wall) 
the fun looking with a fouthi\7ird eye upon him, where 
be is to behoM him, with flies bkiwn to death. But 
what talk we of thefe traitorly rafcals^ whofe miferies are 
to be fmil'd at, their offences being fo capital ? Tell me 
(for you £eem to be honeft, plain men)' what you have 
to the King; being fomething gently confider'di ril 
bring you where he is aboard, tender your perfons to his 
prefence, whifper him in- your beh^; and if it be in man 
befides the King to efTedl your fuits, here ia a man (hall 
doit. 

Clo. He feern* to be of great authority ; dofc with 
hiniy gue him gold; *^ and though autliority be a ftub» 
" born bear, yet he is oft led by the nofe with gold;** 
fl^ew the in fide of your pi\rle to- the out fide of his hand, 
and no more ado. Remember^ ilon'd, and flay'd a- 
Kye. r , 

Shep. An't pleafeyou, Sir, to- undertake the bnfinefs 
&r us, her< is that gold I have^. Til make it as mock 
more,, and leayeL this young man in pawn. tilL I bring it 
joa. J- 

jlut. After r have done what I p^0mifcd>^ 
Shepu Ay, Sir. * . 

^/•..Well, guB% me \kt. moiety. Are you a- party in 
this bullnefs? 

Clo, ** In fome fort, Sir: but thoiigh^myeafe be api- 
** tifuljone; I hop« I Ihall notbe flay/d out of it J' 

jiut. Oh, that's the cafe of the &epheni'ft fqn^ hing 
&im, he^ll' be made an ex ample. 

Clo.. Comfort-, good comfort; we muft to "tlic King, 
and fhew. our .(bnnge JigUtB; he mud know. 'tis .none of 
your daughter^, nor my Mer; we are gone elfe.- Sir, i 
willrgive.you asmuch as this old man dt)os» wben.tbe ba- 
finefft. is pernor m'd; and remain, .aa.ho fays, your- pawn 
^ it be brought ycu; " • 

. .Zfi/* 1 • will, trull youv Yis\k.Vd^\^ \sm«s^ >&«. ^t^.- 
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fide, go on the right hand; 1 will but look upon the 
hedge,, aiid follow you. ^» 

Cio^ We are blefs'd in this mail, as I may fay, ereii 
b^*jfe'd. 

S/jfp, Let's before, as he bids ua; h« was provided ta 
do us good. [^JExeunt Shep, and down. 

jint» H I had a mind to be Ivoneil, I fe« Fortune 
would not fuiEer me ; ftie drops booties in my mouth." I 
am courted now with a double occafion ; gold, and- a 
means to do the Prince ray mafter good; wWch, who 
know6 how that may turn back to my advancement ?''! 
will hnng thefe two moles,, thcfe blind ones, jsboard him ; 
il he think i^ iit to fhore them- again, and that the com- 
plaint they have to. tlic King concerns him nothing, let 
him coll me rogue,, for being fo far officious; for I am 
proof againft that title, and what fhame elfe belongs to'ti 
to him will I prefent them, there may be matter in it. 

ACT V. S€£NE L. 
Changes to Sicilla. 

Enter Leontesy Clsomenesy, DJony PauTmay and Servants^ 

Cle. O'l R, you have done enough, and have performed! 
A faint- like forrow : no fault could you make. 
Which you have not redccm'd ; indeed paid dgwn 
More penitence than done trefpafs. At the laft,. 
Do as the heavens have d6ne> forget your cvil^ 
With tbem, forgive yourfelf. 

Leo. Whillt I remember 
Her and her virtues,. I cannot forget 
My blemilhcs in them, and fo ftiU think of 
The wrong I did myfelf ; which was fo mucff,. 
That heirlefs it hath madctny kingdom, and ** 

• Deftroy'd the fweet'ft companion that e'er man 
Bred his-hopes out of. 

Paul. True,- too true, my Lordi 
H one by one you wedded all the world* |fk^ 

Or, from the all that are, took fomethin^ good^ ^P^ 
To make a perfedi: woman, toe ^ou \aSi? di ^T 

Would be unparallel'd. ' 
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i>. I thiuki^. Kill'd? 
KOl'd? fhe 1 kill'd^ I did fo, but. thou fbik'ft me 
fibrelyy to fay I did; it is m b'ttcr 
Upon thy tongue, as in my thought. Now, good now^ 
Siky fo but fddomd 

(^. Notat allrg<xxl La^; 
You might hare fppke a thoufand things that would 
Have done the time more benefit, and grac'd 
. Y0ur Idtidoefs better. " 

Pauh You are one of thofe 
Would have him wed again. 

Dion- If you would not fo,' 
You pity not the (late, nor the remembrance 
Qf his moil fovereign name ) confider little. 
What dangers by his Highnefs' fail of iffue 
May drop upon his kingdom, and -devour 
I&certain lookers on. What were more holy,-. 
TbMn to rejoice the former Queen > This wiH. , 
What holier, than for royalty's repair, 
Eor prcfent comfort, and for foture goody , 
To blcfs the bed of Majefty again. 
With a fweet fellow to't ? 

Paul. Thtre is none worthy*,- 
Refpc Aing her that's gone* Befides,^tke "gois- 
Will have fulfiU'd their fecret purpofes: . 
tbr has fiot the divine Apollo faid, , 
li't not the tenorof his oracle^. 
That Kinf I^eontesfhaH not have an htir> 
Till his loft child be found ; which, that it ihaE^ 
If all as monftrous to our human reafon^^ 
As my Antigonus to bVeak his grave. 
And come again to me ; who, on my life^ , 
Did periHiwith the infant. ^i» your counfel-^ 
My Lord (hould to the heav'iis be contraryi 
0]|>ofe againft their wiHs. — Care not for iflue ; 

The crown wiQ fihd an heir. Great Akxander 
Left his to th* woithicft j fo his fucceiFor 
Jjjj^s Cketo be the befti 

^^M,eo. Good Paulina^ 

^^tio haft the memory o£ Hctidiotuc, 

m know, in honour; 0> tYvate^w 1 
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Had fquar*d me to thy counfel! then, cveii now 
I might have looked upon my Qucen*« full eyc9> 
Have taken treafure from her hps I 

PauL And left them 
More rich, for what they yielded. 

Z.^*;.. Thou fpeak'ft truth: > ^ 

No more fuch wivea, therefore no wife; one warfc, 
And better ns'd, would make her fainted fpirit 
Again poffefs her corpfe ; and on this ftage 
(^ Where we offend her now) appear foul-TexM, 
And begin, .Why to me?— — ■ * 

PauL Had (he fuch power, 
She had juft caufe. ^ 

Leo, She had, and would ineenfe tne ^ 

To murder her I married. 

PauL I fhould fo. -"^ 

Were I the ghott that walk'd,>]'d bid you txmk 
H«r eyb^ and tell me, for what dull part in't 
You chofe her; then I'd fhriek, that even your ears • * 
Shou'd rift to hear me, and th^ words that followed - 
Should be, Remember mine. 

Z.eo, Stars, flars, 
And all-eyes elfe, dead coals: fear thou no wife. ' 

rU have no wife, Paulina. 

PauL Will yoi; fwear 
Never to marry, but by my free leave? 

Zeo^ Never, Paulina; fo be blefs'd my fpirit J 

PauL Then, good my Lords, bear ivitncfs to his oatiu 

CIeo» You tempt him over-much. 

PauL Ujilefs another, 
As like Hermione as is her pifture, 
Affront his eye. 

Cieo. Good Madam, pray, have dbne. 

PauL Yet, if my Lof d will marry ; if you will, Sir f 
No remedy, but you will ; give me the ofSce -• ■" 

To chufe you a Queen ; fhe ftall not be fo young 
As was your fonner; but fhe fhaR be fuch 
As, walkM your firli Queen's ghoft, it ftiould take joy ' 
To fee her in your arms. 

Leo. My true Paulina, 
We Jhall not marry till ttou Vii'ft. \ia% 

J^W. T/ut 
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Shall be wkcn your firft QiieeD^t again in breads: 
Nearer titt tb<Q. . « 

SCENE IL Enter a Gemlcnum. 

■tlent. One that gives out himfelf Prince Floirn^ 
Son of PoUxcaes, with hk Princefs ((he 
The faireft: I have yethebeU,} de&res aceeft 
To your high prefence. * 

Leo. What vHb him? he comes not 
^Lake to his father's greatneis; his ajyproach^ 
So out of circumftance and fudden, tells us» 
^Tk not a vifitatton fram'dy but forc'd 
By need and accident. VRiAt tvain J 

Gua. Butfew^ 
And thofe but mean., 

Lio. His Pn8ce(s» &y yMiy with hfini 

Gita. Yesi thcBSoftpeerleCspieceof earthylthiBti^ 
That %*m thf fun Aone.br^li^ oa. 

PttuL Oh Hihrmioae, 
As ereiy prefent time doth boaft itfelf 
Above a better gone ; fo muft thy grave * 
Gvft vrAj to imt'sXeen . now. Sir» you youriSell 
Have £ud» and writ fo : but TOur wnlipg now 
It coXdd: than that ^emc; jie had u^t hent 
Nor wasjhe to he ef¥4dfdi thus your vcrfe^ 
Flow'd.Witb her be»uty once; 'tis ihrewdl/d>b*di. 
T« jby you've feen a bctlen 

Gitth Pardouj. Madam{ 
The one I have aknoft forgot, (your pardon;) 
The other when (he has obtaiii'd your eye, 
Will have youc tongue too. This is a crtiature« 
Woukf (he begin a feA» might quench, the zeal. - 
Of aB profeifors elfe, make |»rofelytes 
Ofwho (he but-bid follow. 
* TauL How? not women? 

Gent. Women wiU love her, that (he is a woman 
More worth than any man; men, that (he ia 

#e r«re(^ of all wornen. 
%fO. Go, Cleomenes; 
Ir/elf (a(filled with vova \\o^»>k*^ lt«sv^\ 
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Bring them tQ our embraccment. Still 'tis ftfttngc 

He thus fhould ileal upon us. [^Exh Cleo. 

Paul, Had our Prince 
(Jewel of children) fcen this hour, he hadpair*^ 
Well with this Lord ; there was not full a month 
Between their births. * 

L^. Pr'ythce, no morc; ceafe; thou know*fl, 
He dies to me again, when talk'd of: fure. 
When I fhall fee this gentleman, thy fpeeches 
Will bring me to conlider that whidi nwy 
I/nfurnifh me of reafon. They arc come. 

SCENE III. 

Enter FJorlzelj PerJita^ Cleomenes, and others* 

Your mother was moft true to wedlock, Prince, 
For fhe did print your royal father off 
Conceiving you. Were 1 but twenty-one, 
Your father's image is fo hit in you. 
His ver)' air, that I fhould call you brother, 
As I did him, and fpeak of fomething wilcfly 
By us performed before. Moft dearly welcome, 
As your fair Princefs, goddefs! — Oh ! alas! 
I loft a couple, that 'twixt heav'n and earth 
Might thus have ftood begetting wonder, as 
You gracious couple do ; and then I loft 
(All mine own folly ! ) the fociety. 
Amity too of your brave father, whom 
(Tho' bearing mifery) 1 delire my life 
Once more to look on. 

Flo. Sir, by his command . 
Have I here touch'd SicHia, and fnom him 
Give you all greetings that a King (at fiiend) 
Can fend his brother; and but in^raity, 
Which waiu upon worn times, hatk fomething feiz'd 
His wifh'd abwty, he liadliimfelf 
The lands and waters 'twist your throne and hit 
MeafurM, to logic upon yon y whom he loves. 
He iMide Aie ^y'fo,, more than all the feeptres, 
And thpfe that l>etMr them livnig. 

Leo* Oh| my brother! : . ^ * 

Oood gcadaxmn, the wioiiff^ I Wt &OTvt<i^^ W 
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Afre(h witkiti me; and thefe thy offices. 

So rarely kind, are as interpreters 

Of my behmd-hand flacknefs. Welcome hither. 

As 18 th' fpring to th' earth. And hath he too 

Expos'd this paragon to th* fearfid ufage 

(At leaft, ungentle) of the dreadful Neptune^ 

To greet a man not woith her pains, much kfs • . 

Th' adventure of lier pcrfon ? 

F/o. Good my Lord, 
She came from Libya. 

Lro» Wlicre the warhkc iSmahiS) 
That noble honoured Lord, is fcar'd and lovM ? 

F/o. Mod Royal Sir, 
From thence ; from him, wliofe daughter 
His tears proclaimed his parting with her: thence 
( A profperous fouth-wind friendly ) we have crofs^d, 
To execute the charge my father gave me, 
For vifiting yo^r Highnefs 5 my bed train 
J have from your Sicilian fhores difmifs'd, 
Who for Bythinia bend, to figiiify 
Not only my fucccfs in Libya, Sir, 
But my arrival, and my wife's, in fafety 
Here where we are. 

Leo. The bleffcd gods 
Purge all infe^lion from our air, whilft ^OM 
Do climate here I You have a holy father, 
A graceful gentleman, againft whofe perfon, 
JSo facred as it is, I have done fin ; 
For which the heavens, taking angry note, 
Have left me iffuelefs ; and your father's blefs^d, 
As he from heaven merits it, with you. 
Worthy his goodnefs. What might I have been. 
Might I a fon and daughter now have look'd on. 
Such goodly things as you I 

SCENE IV. JSnler a l^trJ. 

Zor^., Moft Noble Sir, 
That which I {hall report, Vrill bear no crcfdit. 
Were not the proof fo high. Pleafe you, great Sfr» ' 
Bithynia greets you from himfelf, by^mC''; . , • 
Defires you to attach lua (bu^vrKo baa -: » . 

Hi^ dignity and duty bal\ic2kft.oR% - v " \ 
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Fled from his father, from his hopes, ind with 
A ftiepherd's daughter. 

Z,eo, Where's Bithynia ? fpeak. 

Lord, Here in your city. I now came from him. .. 
I fpeak amazedly, and it becomes 
My marvel, and my meflage: to your court 
Whilfl: he was haft'ning, in the chace, it feems, 
Of this fair couple, meets he on the way 
The father of this feeming lady, and 
Her brother, having both their country quitted 
With this young Prince. 

Flo, Camillo has betray'd me; 
Whofe honour and whofe honefty till now 
Endur'd all weathers. 

Lord, Lay't fo to his charge ; 
He's with the King your father. 

Leo. Who? CamiUo? 

Lord, Camillo, Sir, I fpake with him ; who now 
Has thefe poor men in queftion. Never faw I 
Wretches fo quake ; they kneel, they kifs the earthy 
Forfwear themfelves as often as they fpeak, 
Bithynia Hops his ears, and threatens them 
With divers deaths in death. 

Per, Oh, my poor father ! 
The heav'n fets fpies upon us, will not have 
Our contraft celebrated. 

Leo, You are marry M? 

Flo, We are not, Sir, nor are we like to be ; 
The ftars, I fee, will kifs the valleys firft; 
The odds for high and low's alike. 

Leo, My Lord, . . . 

Is tliis the daughter of a King ? 

Flo, She is. 
When once (he is my wife. 

Leo, That once, 1 fee, by your good-father's fpeed> 
Will come on veiy flowly. 1 am forry 
(Moft forry) you have broken from his liking; 
Where you were ty 'd in (Juty ; and as forry, 
Your choice is not fo rich intirth as beauty^ 
That you might well enjoy her. 

Flo, Dear, look up ; 
Though Fortune, vifible an enemy. 

Vol. 111. A a ^v^>S^.^ 
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Shoufd^bafe us, with my £uher; power no jot 
Hath (he to change our loves. 'Befeech you, Sir, 
Remember, fmce you ovr*d no more to time 
Than I do now; with thought of fuch affedUong, 
Step forth mine advocate ; at your requeft. 
My father will grant predous things, as triiies. 

Leo, Would he do fo, I'd beg your predous miftrtl 
Which he counts but a trifte. 

Paul. Sir, my Liege, 
Your eye hath too much youth in't ; not a month 
*Fore your Queen dy'd, (he was more worth fuch gtw 
Than what you look on now. 

Leo. I thought of her. 
Even in thefe IooJls I made. — But yovLr petition 

ITo jFU 
Is yet unanfwerM; I will to your father; 
Your honour not overthrown by yoyr dedres, 
l^m friend to them and you ; upon which eirand 
I now go toward him, therefore foUow me. 
And mar^ what way I make : come, good my Lord. 

SCENE V. Near the Court in Sicina. 

Enfer Autolicusy and a Gentleman. 

Aut, 'Befeech you, Sir, were you prefent at this ; 
tion? 

I Gent. I was by at the opening of the &rthel, heard 
old (hepherd deliver the manner how he found it ; wl 
upon, a^er a Httle amaizedaefs, we were all commai 
out of the chamber: only this, mcthought, 1 heard 
(hepherd fay, he found the chfld. 

Attt. I would, moft gladly know the iffue of it. 

I Ge^t. I make ^ broken delivery of the bufinefs; 
the changes I perceived in the King and Camillo, i 
very notes of admiration ; they fecm*d almoft, with fta 
on one another, to tear the cafes of their eyes. T 
was fpeech in their dumbnefs, language in their very 
ture; they look'd as they had heard of a world ranfoi 
or one deftroy'd ; a notable paffion of wonder appear^ 
fhcm; but the wifeft btWUet^ xJwax. Vxi^-^ u^\wix^ 
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it^ng, could not fay if th* importance were joy or for- 
^vr; but io the extremity of the one it muft needs be. ' 

JSnttr anoiher Genileman, 

feere comes a gentleman that haply knows more. The 
^ews> Rogero ? 

2 Gent, Nothing but bonfires : the oracle is fulfiH'd ; 
the King's daughter is found; fuch a deal of wonder is 
broken out witf»i> this hour, that ballad-makers cannot 
be able to exprefs it. 

Enter another Gentleman, 

Here comes the Lady Paulina's fteward, he can deliver 
you more. How goes it now. Sir? this news, which 
is caird true, is fo like an old tale> that the verity of it 
is in ftrong fufpicion. Has tlic King found his heir ? 

5 Gent. Moft true, if ever tr^th were pregnant by cir- 
cumftance. That which you he^, you-U fwcmr you fee*. 
there's fuch unity in the prooft^ . The mantle of Queen 
Hcrmione— her jewel, about, the nttk of it^-*tht. lettersr 
of Antigonus found with it, wliich they know to be hi» 
charader, — the majcfty of the cre^ure, in refemblancct of 
the mother, — the affedHon of noblenefs, which naturo 
ihews above her breeding, — and many other evidences 
proclaim her with all certainty to be the King's dayghter» 
Did you fee the meeting of the two Kings? 

2 Gent. No. 

3 Gent, Then have you Ipil a f/ght, which was to b^ 
fcen, cannot be fpoken of. There might you have be- 
held one joy crown another, fo and in fuch maoneri that 
ft feem'd, forrow wept to take leave of them^ for their 
joy waded in tears. There was cafting up of eyes, hold- 
ing up of hands, with countenance of fuch diftra<5lion» 
that they were to be known by garment, not by favour. 
Our King being ready to leap out of himfelf^ for joy of 
his found daughter; as if that joy were now become a lofs, 
cries. Oh, thy mother, thy mother! then afks Bithynia. 
forgivenefs; then embraces his fon-in-law; then again 
worries. Ire his daughter, with clipping her. Now he 
thanks the old /hepherd, who ftatvds o^^ ^* X^t. ^Na«a^^^- 

A a 2 ^^ \iK&ssw 
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«* beaten conduit of many Kings' reigns." I never heard 
of fuch another encounter, which lames report to follow 
it, and undoes defcription to do it. 

2 Gent. What, pray you, became of Antigonus, that 
carry'd hence the child? 

3 Gent. Like an old tale ftill, which will have matters 
to rehearfe, tho' credit be aileep, and not an ear open; 
he was torn to pieces with a bear: this avouches the (hep- 
herd's fon, who has not only his innocence, which feeioft 
much to juftify him, but a handkerchief and rings of his, 
that Paulina knows. 

I Gent. What became of his bark and his follow- 
ers? 

3 Gent. Wreck'd the fame inftant of their mailer's 
death, and in the view of the fhepherd ; fo that all the I 
inftmments which aided to expofe the child, were even ' 
then loft, when it was found. But oh, the noble combat, 
that 'twixt joy and forrow was fought in Paulina! She 
had one eye declined for the lofs of her hufband, another 
elevated Uiat the oracle was fulfill'd. She h'fted the 
Princefs from the earth, and fo locks her in embracmg, 
as if fhe would pin her to her heart, that fhe might no 
more be in danger of lofing. 

I Gent. The dignity of this aA was worth the audience 
of icings and Princes; for by foch was it afted. 

3 Gent. One of the prettieft touches of all, and that 
which angled for mine eyes, was, when at the relation of 
the Queen's death, with the manner how (he came to it, 
bravely confefs'd and lamented by the King, how atten»- 
tiveneis wounded his daughter; till, from one fign of do- 
lour to another, (he did, with an ^/as! I would fain fay, 
bleed tears; for I am fure my heart wept blood. Who 
was moft marble, there changed colour ; fome fwooned, all 
forrowed ; if all the world could have feen't, the woe had 
been univcrfal. 

I Gent. Are they returned to the court ? 

3 Gent. No. The Pnnces hearing of her mother*? 
ftatue, which is in the keeping of Paulina; a piece 
nianv years in doing, and now newly performed by that 
rare Italian matter Julio Romano ; who, had he himfelf 
ettrnity, and could put breath into his work, would be- 
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guile Nature of her cuftom, fo perfeAly^ he is her ape; 
he fo aear to Hermione bath done Hermionc, that they 
Oiy, one would fpeak to her, and ftand in hope of an-» * 
fwer: tlikher with all greedinefa of affcdion are they 
goae^ and there they intend to fup. 

2 G^rU. I thought (he had fome great matter there m 
band ; for fhe hath privately twice or thncc a-day, ever 
fince the death of Hermione, vilited that removed houfe. 
Shall we thither, and with ouar company piece the re- 
joicing? 

I Genu Who would be thence, that has the benefit of 
accefs? every wink of an eye, fome new grace will be 
Vom; our abience makes ua unthrifty ta our knowledge. 
Let's along. [^Exeuati 

jiuU Now, had I not the dafh of my former Efe in me» 
would preferment drop on my head. I broi^ht the old 
man and his foa aboard die Prince; told him, I heard 
them talk of a farthel, and I know not what ; but he 
it that time> overfond of the fhepherd's daughter (fo he 
then took her to be,) who began to be muck £a-fick, and 
himfelf little better, extremity of werther continuing, thia 
psyftery remained undifcovcred. But 'tis all one to me ; 
for had I been the finder out of this fecret, it would not 
have relifh'd among my other difcredits. 

SCENE VI. Enter Shepherd otid Clown. 

Here come thofe I have dene good to againft my will, 
and already appearing in the blodbms of their fortune. 

Shep. Come, boy, I am paft more children; but thy 
fbns and daughters will be all gentlemen born. 

Clo. *< You are well met, Sir. You dem'ed to fight 
♦< with me this other day, becaufe 1 was no gentleman 
" born: fee you thefe clothes? fa:}^ you fee them not, 
" and think me ftill no gentleman born. You were beft 
*« fay, thefe robes are not gentleman born. Give me the 
.»« lie; do, and try whether I am not now a gentlemaa 
" born." 

jiut. I know you are now. Sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo* Ay, and have been fo any time thefe four 
hours. 

A a 3 ^V-e^^ 
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Shep. 'And fo have I, boy. 

Cio» So you have: but I was a gentleman bom be* 
fore my father; for the King's fon took me by the hand, 
and call'd me brother; and then the two Kings call'd my 
father brother; and then the Prince my brother, and the 
Princefs my filler, call'd my father, father, and fo we 
wept ; " and there was the firft gentleman-like tears that 
** ever we fhed." 

iihep. We may live, fon, to fhed many more. 

do. Ay, or elfe 'twere hard luck, being in fo prepof^ 
tcrous eftate as we are. 

j^ut. I humbly befeech you, Sir, to pardon me all the 
faults I have committed to your Worfhip, and to give me 
your good report to the Prince, my matter. 

Sh^. Pr'ythee, fon, do; for we mutt be gentle, now 
we are gentlemen. 

CIo. Thou wilt amend thy life? 

yitit. Ay, an it like your good Worfhipw 

do. Give me thy hand ; 1 will fwear to the Princci 
thou art as honeft a true fellow as any is in Bithynia. 

Shep. You may fay it, but not fwear it. 

CIo» Not fwear it, now 1 am a gentleman? let boors 
and franklins fay it, I'll fwear it. 

Shep. How if it be falfe, fon ? 

Clo, If it be ne'er fo falfe, a true gentleman may fwear < 
It in the behalf of his friend: and" I'll fwear to the" Prince, 
thou art a tall fellow x)f thy hands, and that thou wilt not 
be drunk; but I know, thou art no tall fellow of thy 
hands, and that thou wilt be drunk; but I'll fwear it; 
and I would thou would'ft be a tall fellow of thy hands* 

j4ut. I will prove fo, Sir, to my power. 

Cio, Ay, by any means prove a tall fellow; if I do. not 
wonder how thou dar'tt venture to be drunk ; not being 
a tall fellow, trutt me not. Hark, the Kings and the 
Princes, our kindred, are going to fee the Queen's pic- 
ture. Come, follow us ; we'll be thy good niallers. 

[^Exeunt, 
SCENE 
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SCENE VII. C/jmges to Paulina's houfe. 

£itter Leonies, PoUxeneSy Fiorizelf Perclita, Camlllo^ Pau- 
lina y Lords and Attendants 

Leo* O grave and good Paulina, the great comfort 
That I have had of thee ! 

PauL What, fovereign Sfr, >. 

I did not well, I meant well ; all my (ervfces 
You have paid home. But that you have vouchfaf M*, 
With your crown'd brother, and thcfe your contracted 
Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor houfe to vifit ; 
It is a furplus of your grace, which never 
My life may laft to aufwer* 

Leo, O Paulina, 
We honour you with trouble; but we came ^ • 

To fee the ftatue of our Queen. Your g^lery 
Have we pafs'd through, not writhout much content, 
In many iingularities ; but we faw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon^ 
The ftatue of her mother. 

PctuL As (he liv'd peerlefs, 
So her dead likenefs, I do well believe, ' 
Excells whatever yet you look'd upon, ' 

Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lovely apart. But here it is ; prepare 
To fee the life as lively mock'd, as ever 
Still fleep mock'd death ; behold, and fay, 'tis well. 

[^Paulina drati^s a curtain^ and dif covers Her*' 
mlone Jlanding like ajlatue^ 
I like your fJence, it the more (hews off 
Your wonder ; but yet fpeak, firft you, my Liege, 
Comes it not fomething near ? 

Leo, Her natural pofture ! 
Chide me, dear ftone, that I may fay, indeed. 
Thou art Hermione ; or rather, thou art (he. 
In thy not chiding ; for (he was as tender 
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina," 
Hermione was not fo much wrinkled, nothing 
So aged as this feems. 

PoL Oh, not by much. 

PauL So much the more our c^rr^r*^ ^i.c^^^x^^% ^ . ^ 
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Which lets go by fome fix teen years; and makes her 
As (he Kv'd now. 

Leo. As now (he might have done. 
So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Ndw piercing to my foul. Oh thus fhe flood; 
Even with fueh life of Majefty, (warm life. 
As now it coldly ilands,) when firil: I woo'd her. 
I am aftiam'd ; does not the ftone rebuke me, 
For being more ftone than it ? Oh, royal piece I 
There's magic in thy Majefty, which has 
My evils conjured to remembrance ; and 
From my admiring daughter took the ipirit^^ 
Standing L'ke ftone with thee. 

Per, And give me leave. 
And do not fay 'tis fuperflition, that 
I kneel, and th^a impk)re her ble£&ng.— Lady^ 
Dear Queen, that ended when I but began. 
Give me that hand of yours to ki&« 

Paul, O, patience ; 

The ilatue is but newly fix'd; the colour's 
^ot dry. 

Cam, My Lord, your forrow was too fore laid on. 
Which fixteen wr.iters cannot blow away, 
So many fummers dry r fcarce any joy 
Did ever fo long live ; no forrow, 
But kiird itfelf much fooner. 

Pol, Dear my brother, 
Let him that was the caiife of this, have po\ver 
To take offfo much grief from you, as he 
WiU piece up m himfelf. 

Paul, Indeed, my Lord, 
If I had thought the fight of my poor image 
Would thus have wrought you, (for the ftone is. mine,) 
I'll not have fhcw'd it. 

Leo, Do not draw the curtain. 

Paul, No longer fhaU you gaze on't, left your fancy 
May think anon it move. 

Leo, Let be, let be ; 
Would I were dead, but that, methinks, already 
What was he that did make it? fee, my Lord, 
Wovld yoM not deem it breatVd, ^w^ \W\. \Xvil^ nw\^ 
Did verily bear bloods 
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PoL Mafterly done ! 
The very life fcems warm lipon her lip. 

Leo. The fiflure of her eye has motion in*t. 
As we were mock'd with art. 

Paul. 1*11 draw the curtain. 
My Lord's almoft fo far tranfported, that 
He'll think anon it lives, 

Leo. O fweet Paulina, 
Make me to think fo twenty years together ; 
No fettled fenfes of the world can match 
The pleafure of that madnefs. Let't alone. 

Pauh I'm forry, Sir, I have thus far ilirr'd you; but 
1 could afflift you further. 

Leo, Do, Paulina; 
For this afflidlion hath a tafte as fweet 
As any cordial comfort. Still methinks 
There is an air comes from her. What fine chizzel 
Could ever yet cut breath ! Let no man mock mc> 
For I will kifs her. 

Paul, Good my Lord, forbear; 
The ruddinefs upon her lip is wet : ;. 

You'll mar it, if you kifs it ; (lain your own 
With oily painting. Shall 1 draw the curtain ? 

Leo, No, not thefe twenty years.. 

Per. So long could I 
Stand by a looker-on. 

Paul. Either forbeai*, 
Quit prefently the chapel, or refolve you 
For more amazement: if you can behold it, 
I'll make the ftatue move indeed ; defccnd, 
And take you by the hand. But then you'll think, 
Which I protdt agarnll, I am affifted 
By wicked powers. 

Leo. What you can make her do, 
I am content to look on ; what to fpeak, 
I am content to hear: for 'tis as eafy 
To make her fpeak as move. 

Paul. It is lequir'd, 
You do awake your faith ; then, all ftand ftill : 
And thofe that think it is unlawful buiinefs^ 
I am about, let them depart. 

Leo, Proceed L 
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No foot (hall ftir. 

Pawl. Mufic; awake her } ftrike; C-^^ 

*Tis time, defcend; be Hone no more; apptoacfi. 
Strike all that look upon with marret. Come, 
I'll fill your grave np: ftir; nay, come away: 
Bequeath to death your nnmbnefs ; for from him- 
Dear life redeems^ yoiu You perceive (he ftirs ; 

[^Hermume comes Jom 
Start not ; her a6Uons (hall be hofy, as, 
You hear, my fpell is lawful: do not (hun her^ 
Until you fee her die again, for then 
You kill her double. Nay^^ prefcnt your hand : 
When (he was young, you woo^d her; now m age, 
la fhe become the fuitor. 

Leo. Oh, (he^s warm ! l^Emiracity hei 

If this be magic, let it be an art; 
Lawfid aar eatings 

Pol, She embraces hnn. 

Cam. Shebangs about hii neck; 
If (he pertain to life, let her fpeak too. 

PeL Ay, and make it manifeft where (he has Iiv*dy 
Or how ftol'n from the dead. 

Paul. That (he is living, 
Were it but told you, (hould be hooted at 
Like an old tale ; but it appears (he lires^ 
Though yet (he fpeak not. Mark a little while. 
Pleafe you to iuterpofe, fair Madam, kneel. 
And pray your mother^s bleffing : tiu'n, good Lady i 
Our Perdita is found. 

^Prefenting PercUfa^ who kneels to Het\ 

Her. You gods, look down. 
And from your facred vials pour your graces 
Upon my daughter's head : tell mc, mine own, 
Where hafl thou been preferv'd? whei-elrv'd? how fou] 
Thy father's court ? for thou (halt hear, that 1, 
Knowing by PauKna that the oracle 
Gave hope thou wall in being, have preCerv'd 
Myfelf to fee the ifTue. 

Paul. There's time enough for that ; 
Left they delire, upon this pu(h, to trouble 
Your joys with like relation. Go to^ellwc^ 
You precious ^nnners aU, yowt cy.\^x.^uo«w ' 
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Partake to every one; " I, an old turtle, 
** Will wing me to fome withered bough, and there 
<« My mate, that's never to be found again, 
<« Lament till 1 am loft.*' 
Lfo. O peace, PauHna; 
Thou fhouldft a kuA)and take by my confent. 
As I by thine a wife. This is a match. 
And made between's by vows. Thou haft found mine ; 
But how, is to be queftion'd; for I faw her, 
As I thought, dead; and have, in vain, faid many 
A prayer upon her grave. I'll not feek far 
(For him, I partly know his mind) to find thee 
An honourable huft)and, Come, Camillo, 
And take her by the hand; whofe worth aad honefty . 
Is richly noted; and here juftified '^ 

By us, a pair of Kings. Let's from this place. 
What ? look upon my brother : both your pardons. 
That e'er I put between your holy looks [7b ffer* 

My ill fufpicion : this your fon-in-law. 

And fon unto the King whom heav'ns diredling, 

Is troth-ph'ght to your daughter. Good Paulina, 
JLcad us from hence, where we may leifurely 
£ach one demand, and anfwer to his part 
Perform'd in this wide gap of time, fince firft 
'We were diffever'd. Hallily lead away. 



THE 



r 



THE 

LIFE AND DEATH 

OF 

KING JOHN* 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



KingJoiiN. 
-, J*noce Henry, Jon to the King, 

^^l^lhur, Duke of Bretagne^ and 
. -V^ nephew to the Ki/:g, 
Pcm broke,'! 

fialilbury, > Eiiilifa Lords. 

Hubert, I 

Bigot, J 

Philip Faulconbridge, hajiardfon 

to Richard 7. 
Robert Faulconbridge, fuppofed 

brother to the haftard. 
James Gumcy, fcrvant to the 

Lady Fauiconbridge. 
Piter of Powfrett a prophet. 



Lewis, the Dauphin, 
Archduke of Auftria. 
Cardinal Pandulpho, the Pope's 

Legate, 
Melun, a French Lord, 
ChatiIlon» AmbaJfadorfrBm France 

to King John, 
Elinor, ^een-motber of Englani, 
Conftance,. mother to Arthur, 
Blanch, daughter to Alphonfo King 

ofCaftile, and niece to K. John, 
Lady Faulconbridge,ma/i!>«r/o/^ 

haftard and Robert FomIcOWf 

bridge. 
Citizens of Angiers^ Heralds^ £*• 

ecutioners, Mejfengers, Soldi' 

ers, and other Attendants, 



Philip, 'King of France. 

"The SCENE, fometimes in England, andfofnetimes in France, 

%9 ■ 



ACT I. SCENE I. 

The court of EnglamL 

Enter King jfohn, ^een Eli nor , Pembroke y Ejfex^ and 
Sii/j/huryy with Chatillon. 

J\ OW, fay Chatillon, what would 
Fiance with us? 



K. yoln 



Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the King of FrancCt 

lie; 

* The tro:chkfon.e rci^ii of Kiug John was written in two parti by. 
W. Shake fpczrc and W. Row\cV, ^irA \>T\tvtt^i^vv. '^xa.^^^^^- 
Untphy i:» entirely diftcrcnt,and'\u&iv\vc\>|i\x^*:M^'o\x- "W^x.^^^ 



[n my behaviour, io the Majefty, 

riie bonx>w'd Majcfly of England here. 

J^IL A ilrangc beginning ; borrowed Mi^efty ! 

K. John. Silence, good mother; hear the erabaffyw 

Chnt, Plulip of France, in right and true behalf 
Df thy decdkfcd brothtr Geffrey's fon, 
Arthur Plantagenct, lays lawful claim 
To this fair iiland and the tcl^ntories ; 
J'o Ireland, Poitiers, Anjon, Touraino, Maine j 
Defiring thee to lay afidc the fword, 
Which fw-ays ufurpingly thefe federal titles, 
And put the fame into young Arthur's haird, 
riiy nephew, and right-royal fovercign 

K. John. What follows if we difallow of thiB ? 

Chat, The ])roud contfoul of fierce and bloody wa)r, 
T* inforce thefe rights fo forcibly with -held. 

K» John. Here have we War for war, and blood fof 
bloody 
Controulment for cotltroulment ; fo anfwer France. 

Chat. Tlien take my King's defiance from my rooutiii 
The fartheft limit of my cmbaffy. 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in peace. 
Be thou as lightning in the eyes of F'rance ; 
t^or ere thou canft reporty I ^all be there, 
The thunder of my cannon (hall be heard. 
So, hence ! be thou the trumpet of our wrat}i» 
And fullen prefage of yoUr own deCay. 
An honourable condudl let him have ; 
t^embroke, look to't ; farewell Chatillon. 

[Exeunt Chat, and Perth 

EG. What now, my fon, have 1 not ever faid, 
(low that ambitious Conilance would not ceafe, 
rill (he had kindled France and all the worlds 
tJpon the right and paity of her fon I 
This might have been prevented, ^nd made whole 
With very eafy arguments of love ; 
Which now the manage of two kingdoms mull 
With fearful bloody iffue arbitrate. 

Km Joku Qur ftrong polFelfion, and our right for ui-.^ 

Ei» Your ftrong polTeifion much more than your rights 
Dr dfc it muft go wrong with you 9sA toft \ 

VoulIL a »b ^^ 
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80 mxicli my confcience whiTpen in jwir etr. 
Which none but heav'n, and you, and I (hall hear. 

Effx. Wy Licgc, here is the ftrangeft controverfy 
Come Trom the country to be judged by yon. 
That e'er 1 heard: (hall I produce the mca? 

K* John. Let them approach* 
Our abbics and our priories (hall pay 
This CKpedition's charge— — Wliat men are you ? 

SCENE IL 

filter Rohett Faulconhrufgef and PhiSp his h-otbcr^ 

Phtl. Your faithful fubjea» I, a gciiflemJin 
Born in Northampton(hire, and eldeftfon. 
As I fuppofe, to Robert Faulconbridge* 
A foldier, by the honour-giving luind 
Of Ccrur-de-lion knighted in the fields 

K. John. What art IhoU? 

'Roiert, The fon and heir to that tame FaulconbrJd^. 

K. John. Is tliat the elder, and art thott the heir? 
You came not of one mother, then, it feemt. 

PhiL Mod certain of one mother, mighty King, 
That is well known; and, as 1 think, one fathei*: 
But, for the certain knowledge of that truth, 
put you o'er to lieav'n, and to my mother } 
Of that I doubt, as all mens' children may. 

E&. Out on thee, rude man ! thou doft (hame thy 
mother, 
And wound her honour with this diffidence. 

PhiL I, Madam? no, 1 have no reafoh for it ; 
That is my brother's plea, and none of mine; 
The which if he can prove, he jxips me out 
At lead from fair five hundred pound a-year, 
Heav'n guard my mother's honour, and my land I 

K. John. A good blunt fellow; why, being youngc 
bom,- 
Doth he lay -claim to thine inheritance i , 

Phil, 1 know not why, except to get my land ; 
But once he flander'd me with ballardy : 
But whether 1 be true V^^X. ot tvo, V ' 

Tiat flill I lay upoa m^ rnQxyiafftVea^H \ ■ ■ 
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But that I am at well begot, my Liege, 

(Fair fall the bones that took the pains for mc!) 

Compare our faces, and be jud^ yourfelf. 

If old Sir Robert did beget us both, 

And were our fether, and his foo Ukehim; 

old Sir Robert, father, on mv knee 

1 give heav'n thanks I was not like to th^. 

K. John. Why, what a mact.cap b«tk hcav'it lent^ust 
here? 

ETu He hatjb.a.triftk.ofCGtur-de-l]Un;&facc» 
The accent of his tongue, afe^th him : . 
Do you not readibme tgj^ns of my fbn . 
In the l^rge cpmpofition of this man? ; ^ 

K. John. Mine eye bath, well caMmioed his partSfCr. -* 
And mids.them perfeA Rich>rd^. .»Sjrrah, ijpeak. 
What doth move you to claim youcbrothor's land? 

P^bH Becaufc he hatk a hidf.&cc; like my father, 
WMl that half-facCLWouIdJbe hare all my land? 
A half-fac'd groat, five hundred pound ii-yearl ' 

Rob. My gracious Ifiege, when that my father liy'd^; 
Yottt b^^odier d>d emp)9y my &ther much? , 

PMIL WeQ,'Sir^. l^.tjils you cannot get my land. 
Your tak muft be,.hQW,he employed my mother. 

Rob. Aftd once, difpatch'd him in an embafly 
To Gennany ^.,thrre ynxh the Emperor • 
rTo treal oC^h^h affairs touching that time :. 
Th' advantage of his abfence took the King,- 
And 'm the mean time fojouni'd at my father's ; 
Where,^how he did prevail, I fhameto fpeak: 
But truth is tnith; large lengths of feas-and (horeS'; 
Jfctwecn my rather and my mother lay, 
(As 1 have heard my father fpeak himfelf,) 
When this fame luily gentleman was got. 
Upon his death-bed Ac by will bequeathed 
His lands to me ; and took it on his death. 
That this, ray mother's fon, was none of liis; 
And if he wtre, he came into the world 
Full fourteen weeks before the courfe of time. 
Thcn,fi;ood my Liege, let me have what is minef 
My father's land, as was my father's will. 

K. John. Sirrah, your brotlveT is \t^ibdnaXJt\ , 
yoitt-fitficr's wife did after wcdUKk\jeax\cBEBi\- 

Bb 2 *^*^ 
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And if (he did play CilTe, the &uk was hers ; 
Which £iiilt lies on the hatard of ril fauftaiids 
That marry wives. Td nr, how if my brother, 
Whoy as you fay, took pains to gvt tlits foit. 
Had of your father claim'd this loo for his? 
In footh, good friend, your father might have kept 
This calf, bred from his cow» from all the worhl. 
In footh he might. Then, if he were my brother*!. 
My brother might not clAim him ; nor your father^ 
Being none of his, refufe him. This coiic1tidcs> 
My mother's fon did get your father's heir. 
Your father's heirmuft have your fiither^ land. 

Ro^. Shall then my fetber's wffl be of w Ifatie 
To difpoffefs that «hiki which isiidt his? 

PhiL Of no moR fbice to <li^Ml(£i »(» Sir, 
Than waahis w3 to get ne, at I ihiiA. 

£B. Whether hadft thoa t afhir he • Fa aleo Ai Mgg, 
And, like thy brochrr, to m^ofy diyfaoid; 
Or the repmwd fon of CceiV4ic-hon» 1 

JLgrd of the prefeacc *, mod no land h«8de? I 

PML Madam, and if my hfotherhiul My &af«, , 
And 1 had his. Sir Robert hit, hlce hia; 
And if my legs were two foch tidlMr poJt, 
My arms iiich ed-fkins ftoff'd; my incefb «hn. 
That in mine ear I dorft not ftick a rofe f » 
Left men fhooM lay, •• JLook, ^thcve thitc IMhiBfi 

goesj! 
** And to his ihape wene heir to ail ths hmd ;** 
'Would I might never ftir from off this fkee» 
I'd give k ev'ry foot to have this fact. 

* ;. e. Prince of the Uaad. 
->^. The ftickiofr roies about them, was4httiaUthe eooet^fiftita. 

i, Wt mull obCerve, to explain thU allufion, that q^EUfabtth 
was the firft, and iodeed the only priocefi, who coined m EiwUnd 
thrce-half-pence and three- farthing pieces. She at one and the 
fiime time coined (hilltogi, fii-penccs, grotta, thvce-pencet, tw^ 
penccfl, three- ha^peocc, pence, thrce-fiartfaingi, and balfpcnA. 
And there pieces all had her hraO, and were aUamHlj with the 
r»>/f behind, and without the nfe. The ihilling, groat, tWO-pence, 
pscny, and haifpciiny, had it not. The other inurmediafe coins, 
u'z the /Ix.pfoce thrcc-pcncc, tY\ttt\ii\V^^»^^'^^^'^'*^* 
A*'i ibir n/c, J^lf- l heobaid. 
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I would not be Sir Nobbe * in any cafe. 

£Ii. I like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy fortune. 
Bequeath thy land to him, and follow me? 
1 am a foldier, and now bound to France* . 

F6i/. Brother, take you my land, I'll take my chance; ; 
Your face hath, got five hundred pound a-year, , 
Yet fell yofiir face foe five-pence, and 'tis dear.; 
Madam, I'll follow you unto the death* 

£/u Nay, I would have you go before mc thfthcr... 

I^i/. Our country -manners give pur better* way. 

K. John. WhstBthy.Di^roe? 

Phil. /*^/^, my Liege, ibis m)r name begun: 
Phih'p, good -old Sir Robert's wife's j^idefl foin. 

K. Johtu, From henceforth bear. bi? nan>c, wbofe.formn 
thftu bev'ft;>. 
EUieclthou down PhUipf btit,iii^up more greats 
AnkSir Rkhardf pii^fiiantagcnet,. 

Phil, Brt)therby th'.motjicr'rfidc, gnrc mc your hand ^. 
My father gave, me honour yourfsgave land.f 
Now bleflcd be the hour, by night or day, 
When 1 was got. Sir Robert was away 1 : 

EIL Tht very fpirit of Plantagpxtef! i 
I am thy grandam ; Richard, call ftie fo,:» 

Pkii.,MB,da!mf by ch^ce, bat . not By, tmtbf • whait >: 
though^ 
Something aUmt, a little froqi the right,- 

In at the window, or eHe o'er the hatch/ 
Whp: d^res not ilh- "by day, muft walk by night, ^ 

And have is have, however mep do catch : . 
Near pr far oS^ well won is ftjHweU ihgt;, . 
Ao4 I am I, howe'er I was begofr;:^ 

K> John. Go, Faulconbridge, how hdft th<3u thy defirc) ., 
A landlefs knight msik^s thee a landed 'fquire. 
Cpmc, Madapn, and come, Ri^h^ard',' we muft fpeed 
Fpr France, fot France.; for. jt.w more than need. 

Pha. Brother, adieu ; good fcjct^m^ come to. the«^- ' 
F^r thou wall got i' th' way of Ifogefty. * ' 

I£xe9nt4iil iui Phil/^ 

B bj sgeKe:: 

* A'tM^'pamc] ki (OAtemf^ of S'ur jEaM> ' 
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SCENE III. 

A foot of honour better th»n I was. 

But many a many a foi)t of land the worie f . 

Well, now can I make any Joan a bdy. 

*• Good-den, Sir Richard, — Godamercy^ fellow? 

" And if liis name be George^ 1*11 caH hira Peter; 

** For new niade houour doth forget mens* names„ 

" 'Tis too refpedive and unfociable 

" For your eonvetimg. Now yow traveller^ 

** He and bis tooth<.pick at my Worftip's mefsi 

^ And when my kn^liUy ilomach is fufic'd^ 

•* Why tlkm I fuck my teeth, and calechffe 

" My picked * manof countries;— My dear Sir* 

** (Thus leaning on mine elbow, I begin,} 

** 1 (hall befeecK you, that ia^ueilion now; 

**- And then comes: anfver like an A B C-6ook. 

** O Sir, fsy&anfweri at your belt comiaandy. 

^ At yom employment^ at vom* fervi^e* Sir. 

^ No Sir, fays quciHioni, I, iweet Sn*, at youra. — 

** And fo ere anfwcr kuowa wba| (|iseiiioa uu)uld^ 

** Serving in dialogue of complnneBti 

^ And ti^iag of the A^and Apenqixieaa, 

** The Pyrcnean andthe rvvter Pb? 

'* It draws- towards flipper ia aoQcluftan« {U. 

** But this is worlhipfiil fQciety/* 

j|Lnd fits tHt-ttoualiof ^irit like vufixS)^ 

For he ia-but a baftacd to the tk&e. 

That doth> not fnadk of oBfervation ; 

[And fo am. I, whether I Imack. w no; fj 

AjOd not ak>n€ in habit and' device^ 

Exterior form,^out«'acd accoutrement:; 

But fr^m tiM kiward^oiotion to deUwer 

Sweet, fwect, bmtt poi&n £>c tlie s^'s tootK;; 

Whjsii tho*' I w3l noft pradi& to dlK6iuyc, 

Yet, to aTOid^ deceit?^ I imcan t« leam-;. 

For it ihaB'ftrew tht footfteps of my rifing. 

BuJ who comes. in fuchhifto iir riding-robes? 

What woman-poft" is this? hath fhe no hu/bandi 

T/iaf will, ^c 9»u% U> HUyw- ak ham-faef ore ber h . 

♦/. /. Formally bcar^c^i- 
t ^monfiu:illcallmooit\ieifc^»1*«* 



9r. #. Kmo John: i^ 

me! it ts my mother. Now, good' Ltidy^ 
Wliat bctnge you kere to court b haftH^^ 

SCEWE IV. 

Writer LaJj Fautconhridgty and James Guttuy^ 

Lady. Wbcre w that (fav€, thy brother, trhere it ^ 
That holds m chace iRiine hoiiout up and dovm.^ 

P/j/V. My bfxnher Robctt, old Sii Robert's ian^ 
Colbraiidthe giant, that fame ft%kty man, 
\& it Sir Robert's fioti that); yo« £wk & 2^ 

Z^^/k. Sir Robert'* fon; ay, th^u uare^imd boy^ 
Sir Robert's fon: why {eorn'tt tboaat Sir Rdbertf 
He is Sir Robert Viba, and £» art thou. 

PbiL James Griiracy,. wik thottgive U8.kasft a.fvhikf' 

Gur, Good kavie,,goodr* Philip, 

Phil, Phihp ! — — ^are tfie, Jamt »{ 
There'9 «oy» iht^ftA,\ ioM i'lLteU tbea morb 

Madam, I waa a^ dfdSk Robcrt^a iR>i»; 
Sir Robert might have eat his part id oitt 
Upon Good-Friday, and jfie'or broke his &flL 
Sir Robeit could do wefii^ marry,, confiefa! 
Could he get me f Sir iUActt ccNuid ooitdo itf 
We knew kit han^-wotk f tharcfi)M, goottmotlaeiv 
To whom am 1 k«holdtiHifi}«the{iB.liaibaf 
Sir IU>bert ncfvcr Ib^e tt» ihake this leg. 

Lady. Hail thou confpir'd with thy brotller toQi 
That, for thine own gaiii, ftould'JEL defead mine honour? 
What means. this (corot thou, moil untoward knave? . 

PhlL Knight, knightf good mother — Bafili£Bo-hke *^ 
What! I am dubb'd;' 1 have it on stjr fhovdddr.: 
But, motheis I am not Sir Robertfa foi^; 

1 have dilclaim'd Sir Rpbcrt, and my huidf 
}iegkiifiaci#% BOMCyimdaii i^' goiAi 



I <ap4tk«[ « an old IboKft phf , tksb 
c, callod Miwtm^ 4»i Pn-JfcJlA. Bot the 



* The wor<1»aUudt<tso aa 4 
the common butt ^ ridioolc, 

beauty of the itaflage conlifta is his alludiaz stjdie fame, time, tp- 
bit big hodginaL His hthor,tLick«id \.'«riAViatK«GtJt<\C«w-4«!*V«^ 
tmd the Cor LnniSy a filed ftat <il iVse ^i^ Tcsa^gf»xa.^^>^'^»' V^ 
li^ if called JiaJUi/co. Mr. V)^ai\x>^tvuu 



4^ DBiG JoaK AAlk 

Sovje prcpcr nar, I bope; «^ «^i k, aadber? 

AA#f. Hi^ rill dsT*d tLj^sif a Fsmcscaridgc? 

PL/- A» tarifrl^ m'I GeftV the d^ri 

Za:j K:=.^ RjcLud C^*:r-ct-lLca vis tar £rtkcr; 
Bt >:;f:g aixi TcLtant fiJt I w icCHc'd 
To nikt rocs; fjr ?rn £2 nnr hcftawT* be£ 
Heaiv'a lav not sit trmdgnGem t6. bj dargtl 
1Vc>*z an UK iffce uf k.t dear oficBce, 
WLxL vas fo kxomgW vrg'd psft bj- < 

FIJ. XwT. b7tL»%^ vcre i to get 3 
Madair, 1 vjuld Dot «i& a better £<iier. 
Soxc fins 60 bear tbeir pnW!egc oa entb* 
And fo dcth yours; yoor uok was-Mit josr feOy;. 
Necdsxr.uii you laj jov bevt at ksdiipale,.. 
Subfeded trSmtc to cofBmaadiag love; 
Agatnd wbofe fbry, and.iumatcfaed iafce». 
Tbe awlcfs lion couSA not wags the figfat ; 
Nor keep Lit princely heart finom Ridiaxd'a faaw& 
He that pciiiuic e rob* lions of their hearts, 
May eafily win a won:aa's. Ay, ay mnthcr^. 
With all my hearty I.tbaok.thec for my &thcr^. 
Wlio Uves aod dares bnt by* tho« dtd& not vdl . 
When I was got, IH faid'hM foi^-to helL. 
Come, Lady, i wiU fhcw thee to^iy^in,. 

Aqdthey ihail fay, what Riobard mt brgot,-. 
If thou hadft faid bun Nay^ h had been fin; 

Who (ay& it was, he hcs; 1 lay .'twis not. [£nn«fi 

ACT n- SCENE t 

Before the waMs ef'AmpwM ta /rnwrw . 

Ewier Bhinp King ofFr^mce^ Le^ns the DaiMm, fb-. 
Archduke of AuHrta^ Coi^flwKt^ ami Amur^ 

Lews. j3£FOREi^giaBwtninct»bf«ircAi4ri« 
Arthur ! that great forerunner of thy blood, 
Richard, that robb'd the h'on of lus heart. 
And fought the holy wars^ Pakftine, 
By this brave Duke came eariy to his grave : - 
And for amends to his pofterity. 
At our iinportaDCt hitibcx is V^ C0in^« 
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To fpread hi« colours, boy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the ufnrpation 

Of thy unnatural uncle, EngHih John. 

Embrace liim, love him^.give hixn wekome Uth^. 

^rih. God ihmll forgive you C(ciir-de4ioB'« deatllt ' 
The rather that you give Im oftsprng Kfe;. 
Shadowiog their right under your wiogs of war. 
1 giv^e you welcome with a pow'rie£i haadt 
But with a heart full of unftained l»ve: 
Welcome before the gates of Aagiersv Ddie* 

Letuu. A uoble b^ i w-ho woidd not do tbee r^btt 

jiuft. Upon thy cheel.'Iay I tliis zealous kiftf 
As feal to this indenture \d my lo^ ; 
That to my home t w^ ^o mive rttuiVj 
Till Angiers and the rifght thoo haft in tVaiiec» . 
Together with that pale, that wfaite-£ic'd ibolc^ 
Whofe foot (pMrus Wk. the ocean's roaiiag tidM^ 
And coops frbm other lanA her iflandeiti 
Kv'n till that-£sgland» bedg'd ia with tbc m^t 
That water-walled bulwark, ftill Xiecurc 
And confident from toreign purpbfes, 
£v'n till that outmoft c6mer of the wcll^ 
Salute thee for her King. Till then, fair bof f 
Will I not think of home, but fiJlow arms. 

Conft. O, take his mothfr^ thanks, a widow's ihMksb 
Till your fbrong-hand ftuU help to give him ftxx2X|gth» 
To make a more requital to your love. 

jluft. The piece of Heav'n is theirs who lift tbiir fwotds 
In fuch a iuft and diaritable war. 

K. Phil. Well then, to work; our engiaesihallbe^nl 
Againft the brows of this reiifting town, 
Csdl for our chiefcil men of difcipline. 
To cull the plots of bcH advantages. 
We'll lay before this tjown our royal boneSf 
Wade to the market place in Frenchmen'^ bloods 
But we will make it lubje6^ to this boy. 

Conji. Stay for an anfwer to your embafly, 
Left iinadvis'd you ftain your f^rds with blood. 
My Lord Chatillon may from Smgland bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in war; 
And then we Ihall repent each diop ot bl^^d. 
Th'dt hot ra/b halU fp uvdire^Y^ fti^i.^ 



l^x^vt 
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Enter CiatUbn. 

K. Phil, A wonder* Lady ! lo, upon th j wift 
Our meffenger Chatillon is arrived. 
\V1iat England fkp> fay bricflyi gentle Lord; 
We coldly paufe for thee. Ckatfllon, fpeak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this pauhry fiep, 
And flir them up agafnft a mightier talk* 
England, impatient of your juft demands. 
Hath put himfelf in arms: the adverfe winds, 
\Oliofe leifure I have ftaid, hwe giv'n him time 
To land his legions all as £000 at I. 
His marches are expedient to this tdwn, 
His forces ftrong, his ibidiers confident. 
With him along is come the mother Queen; ' 
An Ate, ftirring htm to blood and ilrae. 
With her, her niece, the LadJT BIknch of Spain ; 
With them a baftard of the Kmg deceas'd, ^ 

And all th' unfettled humours of the land j * . 

Rafh, inconfid'rat^, fiery voluntaries. 
With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' ^leens. 
Have fuld thsir fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing thdr birthrights proudly on their back<» 
To niaJce a haiard of new fiiirtunes here. 
Ia brief, a braver choice of dauntlefs fpirits. 
Than now the Enghfli bottoms have wait o'er. 
Did never float upon the fwenine tide. 
To do offSence and fcathe in Chhflendom; 
The interruption of their churlifh drums [Dnow heat* 
Cuts off more circumftance; they are at hand- 
To parly, or to fight, therefi>re prepare. 

A Phil. How much unlook'd for is this ezpeditioD ! 

Aufi. By how much unexpeded, by fo mudi 
We mull awake endeavour for defence; 
For courage mounteth with occafion : 
Let tbem be welcome then, we are prepared. . 



SCENR 



SCENE IT.. 

Enfcr King of England^ Fauiconhrldge^ Elmor^ Blanchf 
Pembroke f and oihert* 

K. John* Peace be to France, \i France in peace permit 
Our jufl and lineal entrance to our otvn: 
If not, bleed France, and peace afcend to heav'n ! 
Whilll we, God*i wrathful agent, do corrcA 
Their proud contempt that beat6 his peace to heav'n. 

K. Phil Peace be to England, tf that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace! 
England we love ; and for that England's fake. 
With burthen of owr armour here we fweat ; 
This toil of ours fhould be a wOrk of* thine. 
But thou from loving England art fo far. 
That thou haft underwrought it« lawful King| 
Cut off the fequence of pofterity ; 
Out-faced infant Rate ; and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown. 
Look here upon thy brother Gkfirey's face. 
Thefe eyes, thefe brows, were moulded out of hist 
This little abftraA doth contain that large. 
Which dy'd in Geffrey.; and the hand of Time 
Shall draw this brief into as large a volume. 
That Geffrey was thy elder brother bom. 
And this his Ton ; England wad Geffrey's right} 
And this is Geffrey's; in the name of Godf 
tiow comes it then that thou art callM a King, 
When living blood doth in thefe temples beat. 
Which own the crown that thou o'ennaftereft ? 

K. John. From whom haft thou this gteat commiiBon, 
To draw my anfwer to thy articles? [France, 

K. Phil. From that fupemal judge, that ftirs good 
In any breaft of ftrong authority, ' [thoughts 

To look into the blots and ftains of rights 
That judge hath made me giiardian to this boy ; 
Under whofe warrant 1 impeach thy wrong. 
And by whuf« help I mean tp chaftife it f . 

King 

t chaftife It. 

^. John. Alack, thou doft uCut^ i,l&t\vox\t'^. 
- JC, J*Hi, Eicufc it, *tU to beat uiuT^u\^^^^ti* 



BXx. 



King John, this is the very fum of all ; 
Kngland, and Ireland, Anjou, Teiirjiiue, Maiae, 
In right of Arthur 1 do. claim qF thee : 
Wilt thou rcfign them^ and lay down thy arms ? 

K. John, My hfe as foon. — I do defy thee, France^ 
Arthur of Brctarne, yield thee to my hittirf; 
And out of my dear love I*ll gtve thee liio^r. 
Than e'er the coward-hand of France can ymxt *. 

Rlt. Who is^t that thca doft call ufiirper, France? 

Confl. Let me mmke anfwer : thy ufbrping^ fon. ■ 

Eli Out, ililbleott thybaftardfllailbcl^Ult^, 
That thou may*ft be a Queen«. apd cKsck the worldf 

Confi, My bed waa ever to thjr foil aa. true. 
As thine wai to thy hulbuid; and rhU boy, 
l.iker in feature to hit fsLthct Geffrey, 
Than thou and John, in mtmners being as>like 
Ai rain to water, or devil to his dam. 
My boy a baftard ! by my foal, 1 thtnlp 
His father never was JTotrue begot ; 
It cannot be, an if thou wert his mothen 

£li Therc*8 a good mother, hoy, that blots thy fathcf. 

Conft, There's a good grandam, boj, that Would blot theet 

Auft. Peace ■ ■ ■ ■ 

JFauIc, Hear the crier. 

jiujt. Wluit the devil art thou ? 

f attic. One that will play the devil, Sir, with you, 
An a* may catch your hide and you alone. 
You are the hare, of whom the proverb goes, 
Whofe valour plucks dead Konaby the h^ttdi 
ril fmoak your Ikiaeoat, an I catch yoM right; 
Sirrah, lookto't; i'faith, 1 will, i'faidu 

Blanch. O, well did he become that lion's robe, 
That did diO-obe the lion of that robe.. 

Jfaulc. It lies as tightly on the back ofhitt, 
As great Akides* (hcws-upon an als; 
9ut, ills, ril take that burthen iVon> your bac)i^. 
Or lay on that ihall make your (houlders crack* 

^uft. What Cracker is this fame, that deafs our ears 
With this abundance of IbperflUous breath f 
King Philip, determine what we fliall do ftmlt. 

K, Phil. Women and fools, break off your conference < 
King John, &c.. 

• — of Franee can win. 
Submit thee, boy, 

£li. Come to thy grandam, child. 

Conjl, Do, child, go to it grand^nm, child. 
l^iVei^rsndam kingdom, and It |;nLti^?>mV^V 
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K. PhtL Some trumpet fummon hither to the walls 
Thefe men of Angiers ; let us hear them fpeaky 
Whofe title they admit, Arthur's or John's. 

{Trumpet foundtn 

SG£N£ III. Enter a Citizen upon the waHe. 

€it. Who is It that hath warn'd ua to the walls? 
K. Phil. 'Tis France, for England. 

Vol. III. C c K. yobn. 

Give it a plum, a cherry, and a fig. 
There's a good grandam. 

Arth. Good my mother, peace; 
i would that I were low. laid in my grave; 
I am not worth this coil that's made for me. 

EH. His mother (hames him fo, poor boy, he weeps. 

Conft. Now fliame upon you, whe'r (he docs or no! 
His grandam 's wrong, and not his mother's ihames, 
Draws thofe heav'n-moving pearls from his poor eyes, 
"Which heav'n (hall take in nature of a fee : 
Ay, with thefe cryftal beads heav'n (hall be brib'd, 
To do him juftice, and revenge on you. 

Eli, Thou monftrous (landerer of heav'n and earth! 

Conft. Thou monftrous injurer of heav'n and earth I 
Call me no (landerer ; thoo and thine ufurp 
The domination, royalties, and rights 
3f this opprelTed boy ; this is thy cldcft fon's fon, 
[nfortunate in nothing but in thee : 
rhy (Ins are vifited in this poor child ; 
The canon of the law is laid on him.; 
3eing but the fecond generation 
Removed from thy fin-conceiving womb. 

K. John. Bedlam, have done. 

Conft. I have but this to (ay, 
That he is not only plagued for her fin, 
tut God hath made her (in and her the plague 
)n this removed ilTue, plagu'd for her, » 

knd with her plague her (in ; his injury, 
ler injury, the beadle to her fin, 
i\\ punifh'd in the perfon of this child, 
tud ail for her; a plague upon her ! 

EU. Thou uuadvifed fcold, 1 can produce 
k, will that bars the title of thy fon. 
Conft. Ay, who doubts that .' a will ! — a wicked will ; 
. woman's will, a canker'd grandam's wilU 
X. Phil. Peace, Lady ; paufc, or be rtiorc temperate ? 
ill befeeros thisprefence to cry Ahtt 
o thefe i7/- tuned repetitions. 
me trumpet, &c. 
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Kn John. England for itfclf ; 
You men of Angieis and my loving fiibjecls— -^ 

K. Phil, You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's fubjeds. 
Our tnnnpet call'd you to this gentle parlc 

K. John. For our advantage ; therefore hear us firft. 
Thefe flags of France, that are advanced here 
Before the eye and profpedl of your town, 
Have hither march'd to your endamagement, 
' The cannons have their bowels full of wrath ; 
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth 
Their iron indignation 'gainll your walls: 
All preparations for a bloody fiege 
And mercilefs proceeding, by thefe French, 
Confront your city's eyes, your winking * gates; 
And, but for our approach, thofe fleeping llones. 
That as a wafte do girdle you about. 
By the compuUion of their ordnance 
By this time from their fixed beds of lime 
Had been difliabited, and wide havoc made 
For bloody power to ruih upon your peace. 
But on the light of us your la>\ful King, 
( Who painfully with much expedient march 
Have brought a counter-check before your gates. 
To fave unfcratch'd your city's threatened cheeks,) 
Behold, the French, amaz'd, vouchfafe a parle ; 
And now, inftead of bullets wrapp'd in fire, 
To make a (baking fever in your walls. 
They flioot but calm wordd folded up in fmoke. 
To make a faithlefs error in your ears ; 
Which trull accordingly, kind citizens ; 
And let in us, your King, whofe labour'd fpirits. 
Fore -weary 'd in this a6lion of fwift fpeed. 
Crave harbourage within your city-walls. 

K> Phil, When I have faid, make anfwer to us botl 
Lo I in this right hand, whofe protedUon 
Is moft divinely vow'd upon the right 
Of him it holds, (lands young Plantagenet ; 
Son to the elder brother of this man. 
And King o'er him, and all that he enjoys. 
For this down-trodden equity, we tread 
\n warlike march thefe greens before ^our town ; 
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ieing no further enemy to you, 
Than the conftraint of hofpitable zeal, 
[n the relief of this oppreffed child, 
R^eligioufly provokes. Be pleafed then 
To pay that duty, which you truly owe 
To him that owns it; namely, this young prince* 
A.nd then our arms, like to a muzzled bear, 
Save in afpe(5l, hath all offence fealM up: 
Our cannons' malice vainly fhall be fpent 
Againft th' invulnerable clouds of heav'n ; 
And with a blefled and unvex'd retire, 
With unhack'd fvvords, and helmets all unbruis*J, 
We will bear home that lully blood again. 
Which here we came to fpout againft your town ; 
And leave your children, wives, and you in peace. 
But if you fondly pafs our proffer'd offer, 
*Tis not the rounder * of your old-fac'd walls 
Can hide you from our meffengers of war; 
Tho' all thefe Englifh, and their difcipliue. 
Were harbour'd in their rude circumference, 
Then tell us, fhall your city call us Lord, 
In that behalf which we have challenged it ? 
Or fhall we give the fignal to our rage. 
And ilalk in blood to our poffeffion ? 

Cti. In brief, we are the King of England's fubje6is ; 
For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K, John, Acknowledge then the King, and let me in. 

C'tt. That can we not; but he that proves tlie King, 
To him will we prove loyal ; till that time. 
Have we rammed up our gates againfl the world. 

K* John. Doth not the crown of England prove the 
King? 
And if not that, I bring you witnefTes, 
Twice fifteen thoufand hearts of England^s breed 

Faulc. (Baftards, and elfe.) 

K, John, To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Ph'iL As many, and as well-born bloods as 
thofe 

Fauk. (Some baflards too.) 

K. PhlU Stand in his face to contradidi his claim^ 

C c 2 CiV- 

• i. e. CVscU, 
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Cii. Till yon compound whofe right is worthieft. 
We for the woithicft hold the right fFom both. 

K. John. Tlien God forgive the fin of all thofe fouls, 
That to their everlafling refideiicef 
Before the dew of evening fall, (hall fleet. 
In dreadful trial of our kingdom's King ! 

K, Phil. Amen, Amen.— — Moujit, ChevaUerB, ta 



arms! 

Faulc, Saint George that fwing*d tlic dragon » and 
e*er lince 
Sits on his horfcback at mine hodefs' door^ 
Teacli us fome fence. Sirrah, "were I at home 
At your den, lirrah, with your lionefs, 
IM fet an ox-head to your lion's hide *^ 
And make a monder of you. [To jtufituu^ 

Aujl. Peace, no more. 

Faulc, O tremble; for you hear the lion roar. 

K» John. Up higher to the plain, where we'll fet forth 
In beft appointment all our regiments. 

Faulc, Speed then to take th' advantage of the field. 

K. Phil. It fhallbe fo; and at the other hill 
Command the reft to ftand^ God, and our right! 

\ExewL 

SCENE IV. 

A long charge founded : then^ after excurjions^ enter the 
Herald of France lu'tth trumpets to the gates* 

F, Ihr. You men of Anglers, open wide your gates. 
And lot young Arthur Duke of Bretagne in ; 
Wlio by the hand of France this day hath made 
Mucli work for tears in many an Englilh mother,. 
"WHiofe fons lie fcatter'd on the bleeding ground: 
And many a widow's hufband groveling lies> 
Coldly embracing the difcolour'd eaith; 
While vidlory with little lofs dotli play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 
Who are at hand triumphantly difplay'd, 

^» The Archduke wore a Vvon^ Va^.^ v»\v\xV V^e^ X^O^^^s^^ ^ 
rd Cocnr-dc-lion. 
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To enter conquerors; and to proclaim 

Arthur of Bretagne, England's King, and yours* 

Enter EngRfb Herald ivlth trumpefs^. 

E» Her, Rejoice, you men of Angiers ; ring your bells ; 
King John, your King and England's doth approach. 
Commander of this hot malicious day. 
Their armours, that march'd hence fo filver-bright. 
Hither return all gilt in Frenchmens' blood. 
There ftuck no plume in any Englifh creft, 
That is removed by a ftafF of France. 
Our colours do return in thofe fame hands, 
That did difplay them when we firft march'd forth f 
And, like a jolly troop of huntfmen, come 
Our lufty Englifh, all with purpled hands, 
Dy'd in the dying flaughter of their foes.' 
Open your gates, and give the vigors way. 

C'it. Heralds, from off our tow'rs we might behold. 
From firft to laft, the onfet and retire 
Of both your armies, whofe equality 
By our beft eyes cannot be cenfured ; 
Blood hath bought blood,.and blows have anfwer'd blows ; 
Strength match'd with ftrength, and power confronted 

power. 
Both are alike, and both alike we like ; 
One muft prove greateft. While they weigh fo even^ 
We hold our town for neither; yet for both. 



SCENE r. 



Enfer the two Kings with their powers^ at feUerat doorf^ 

K. John. France, haft thou yet more blood to caft away ?• 
Say, (hall the current of our right run on ? 
Whofe pafTage, vex'd with thy impediment. 
Shall leave his native channel, and o 'erf well' 
With courfe difturb'd ev'n thy confining fliores 5 
LJnlefs thou let his filver water keep 
A peaceful progrefs to the ocean. 

C c 3 - K- '^\vi^ 



30« KING JOHN. AAU, 

Cil, Hear us, great Kings ; vouchfafe a while to day, 
And I fhall fhew you peace, and fair-fac'd league ; 
Win you this city without ilrokc or wound f 
Refcue thofe breathing h'ves to die in beds. 
That here come facrificcs for the field r 
Pcrfeverc not, but hear rae, mighty Kingv. 

K, yohn. Speak on ; with favour we are bent to hear. 

Clt, That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch^ 
Is near to England ; look upon the years ^ 

Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid. 
If lully love fhould go in quell of beauty. 
Where fhould he find it purer than in Blanch ? 
If zealous love Ihould go iu fearch of virtue, 
Where (hould he find it purer than in Blanch? 
If love, ambitious, fought a match of birth, 
XVHiofe veins bound richer blood than Lady Blanch ^ 
Such as fhc i&, in beauty, virtue, birth. 
Is the young Dauphin everyway complete: 
If not complete, oh fay, he is not flie ; 
And fhe again wants nothing, (to name want,). 
If want it be not, that fhe is not he. 
He is tlie half-part of a bleffed man,. 
Left to be finifhed by fuch a flie : 
And fhe a fair divided exceUence, 
Whofc fulnefs of perfedlion lies in him. 
Oh ! two fuch iilver currents, when they Join, 
Do gloi-ify the banks that bound them in. 
And two fuch fliores, to two fuch flreams made one, 
Two fuch controlling bounds fhall you be, Kings, 
To the£c two princes, if you marry them. 
This union fhall do more than battery can, 
To our fall-clofed gates: for at this match, 
With fwifter fpleen than powder can enforce. 
The mouth of paffage iliall we fling wide ope. 
And give you entrance ; but without this match, 
The fea enraged is not half fo deaf. 
Lions fo confident, mountains and rocks 

^o 

Auftria and France (boot in each other's mouth* 
J*ii^/b'r them lo'ii come, awa7, w^^\ 
CiL Hew U5, great I^ngs, &.c. 



Sc. 5. KING JOHN. 3^9 

So free from motion ; no, not Death himfelf 
Tn mortal fury half fo peremptory, 
-As we to keep this city. 
Faulc. Here's a ftay, 
Tliat (hakes the rotten carcafe of old Death 
Out of his rags. Here's a large mouth,, indted, 
That fpits forth death, and mountains, rocka and feas^ 
Talks' as familiarly of roaring lions, 

J^8 maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs. 

"What cannoneer begot this lufty blood ? 

He fpeaks plain cannon-fire, and fmoak and bounce j 

He gives the baftinado with his tongue. 

Our ears are cudgell'd ; not a word of his, 

But buffets better than a fift of France, 

Zounds! I was never fobethump'd with words. 

Since I firftcaird my brother's father dad. 

EIL Son, lift to this coujundion, make this matcli> 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough ; 

For by tliis knot thou fhalt fo furely tie 

Thy now unfur'd aflurance to the crovsm, 

That yon green boy (hall have no fun to ripe 

The bloom, that promifeth a mighty fruit* 

I fee a yielding in the looks of France. 

Mark, how they whifper ; urge them, while their fouI» 

Are capable of tliis ambition ; 

Left zeal, now melted by the windy breath. 

Of foft petitions, pity and remorfe, 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

Cit. Why anfwer not the double Majefties 
This friendly treaty of our threatcn'd town ? 

K. Phil. Speak," England, iirft^ that liath been forward 
iirft 
To fpeak unto this city. "Wliat fay you? 

K. John, If that the Dauphin there, thy princely fon,. 
Can in tliis book of beauty read, / love. 
Her dowry fhall weigh cqu<il with a Qiieen. 
For Anjou, and fair Tourainc, Main, Poidiers,. 
And all that we upon this lide the fca. 
Except this city now by us befieg'd. 
Find liable to her crown and dignity. 
Shall gild her bridal bed; and make her lich 
In titles, honours, and pronvoUoia^ \ 
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As flic in beauty, education, blood, 
Holds band \vitb any princefs of the world. 

K. Pb'tl. What fay '11 thou, boy? Look in the Lady'i 
face. 

Lcivis. I do, my Lord; and in her eye I find 
A wonder, or a wond'rrtus miracle *• 
I do proteft I never lov'd myfclf. 
Till now, infixed, I beheU myfelf 
Drawn in theflatt*ring table of her eye. 

\^1Vhifpering tvUh Blanck 

Faulr, Drawn in the flatt*ring table of her eye ! 
Hang'd in the frowning wrinkle of her brow ! 
And quiirter'd in her heart! lie dothefpy 

Himfclf love's traitor. This is pity now, 
That hang'd and drawn, and qiiarter'd, there fhould be, 
Jn fuch a love, fo vile a lout as lie. 

Blavch, My uncle's will in this refpe-^l is mine. 
If he fee aught in yon, that makes him like. 
That any thing he fees, which moves his liking, 
I can v/ith cafe tranflate it to my will: 
Or if you will, to fpeak more properly, 
I will inforce it eafily to my love. 
Further 1 will not flatter you, my Lord. 
That all I fee in you is worthy love, 
Than this; that nothing do I fee in you 
(Though churlifh thoughts themfelves fhould be your 
That I can find fhould merit any hate. [judge) 

K, John, What fay thefe young ones? what fay you, 
my niccx* ? 

Blanch, That fhe is bound in honour flill to do 
What you in wifdom ftill vouch fafe to fay. 

A'. John, Speak then, Prince Dauphin, can you love 
this Lady ? 

I.eivis, Nay, afl^ me, if I can refrain from love; 
For I do love lier moll unfclgnedly. 

K. John. Then do 1 give VolqueflTen, Touraine, Maine, 
Pololiers, and Anjou, thefc live provinces. 



laineJ 
Witli] 



• wondrous mirarte; 



The (hadow of myfelf formed in her eye; 

Which being but the (hadow oC v*.v\r (btv. 
Becomes a fun, and makes ^ovr ^oua, ^\;iA^j>k ■ 
/doprotcfl, &c. 
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With her to thee ; and this addition more. 
Full thirty thoufand marks of Englifh coin- 
Philip of France, if thou be pleased withal. 
Command thy fon and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phih It likes us well; young princes, clofe your 
hands*. 
Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates. 
Let in that aanity which you have made ; 
For at Saint Mary's chapel prefeotly 
The rites of marriage (hall be folemuiz'd. 
Ic not the Lady Conftance in this troop ? 
I know flie is not ; for this match made up 
Her prefence would have interrupted much. 
Where is flie and her fon, tell me, who knows? 

Lewis. She's fad and palTionate at your Highncfs* tent. 

K, PhiL And, by my faith, this league that we have 
Will give her fadnefs very little cure. [made. 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow-lady ? in her right we came ; 
Which we, God knows, have turn'd another way 
To our own 'vantage. 

K. John. AVe will heal up all. 
For we'll create young Arthur Duh f)f Bretagne^ 
And Earl of Richmond; and this rich fair town 
We make him lord of. Call the Lady Conftance ; 
Some fpeedy meifenger bid her repair 
To our folemnity. I truft we fliall. 
If not fill up the meafure of her will. 
Yet in fome me.afure fatisfy her fo. 
That we (hall ftop her exclamation. 
Oo we, as well as halle will fuffer us. 
To this unlook'd for, unprepared pomp. 

[^Exeunt all but FaulconbriJge* 

SCENE VL 

Faule, Mad world, mad Kings, mad compolition ! 
John, to ftop Arthur's title in the whole, 

' Hath 



- clofe your hands. 



Auft. And your lips too ; for, T am well affur'd, 
That r did h^ when I was fir ft attut'd, 
JC, FI:il, Now, citizens, fitc. 



♦- . 
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Hath willingly dq)arted with a part. 

And France, whofe armour confcicnce buckled on, 

Whom zeal and chanty brought to the field. 

As God's own foldier, rounded in the ear 

With that fame purpofe-changer, that fly devil. 

That broker, that ftill breaks the pate of faith. 

That daily break-vow, he that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids. 

Who having no external thing to lofe 

But the woid wW, cheats the poor maid of that; 

That fmooth-fac'd gentleman, tickling Commodity,— 

Commodity, the bias of the world, 

** The world, wliich of itfelf is poifed well, 

<* Made to run even upon even ground ; 

** Till this advantage, this vile-drawing bias, 

•* This fway of motion, this Commodity, 

** Makes it take head from all indifierency, 

<* From all direction, purpofe, courfe, intent.'* 

And this fame bias, this Commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 

Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France, 

Hath drawn him from his own determined aid. 

From a refolv'd and honourable war, 

To a moll bafe and vile-concluded peace. 

And why rail I on this Commodity ? 

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet ; 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand> 

When his fair angels would falute my palm ; 

But that my hand, as unattempted yet. 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, while I am a beggar, I will rail ; 

And fay, there is no fin but to be rich. 

And being rich, my virtue then (hall be. 

To fay, there is no vice but beggary. 

Since Kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain, be my Lord; for I will worlhip thee! lExit. 

ACT 



ACT IIL SCENE 1. 

The Fvench Kltig's pavirijn, 

JEnter Con/fance, Arthur^ and SaTifburj* 

CUjf. VjrONEitobe mmryM! gone toTweari 
peace ! 
t'alfc blood to falfe blood joinM ! . gone to be friends ! 
Shall Lewis have Blanch, and. Blanch-thofe provinces f 
It IS not fo; thou hall mif-fpoke, mif-hcardj ' 
Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale igain, 
It cannot be ; thou doil but fay 'tis fo. 
I truff I may not trud thee; for thy word 
Is but th^ vain breath of a common man. 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ^ 
I have a King's oath to tlie contrary. 
Thou (halt be punifti'd for thus frighting mij 
l^or I am fick, ^nd capable of fears ; 
Opprefs'd with wrongs, and therefore full of fears | 
A widow, hufbandlefs, fubj«£l to fears ; 
A woman, naturally born to fears: 
And though thou now confefs thou didft but jefl^ 
With my ve<*d fpirits I tannot take a truce; 
But they will quake and tremble all-this day. 
What dofl: thou mean by (baking of thy bead? 
Why dofl thou look fo fadly on my (on ? 
What meanrthat Hand uj^on that brestft of thine? 
Why holds thine eye that lamentable rheum. 
Like a proudriver peering o'er. his bounds ? . 
Be thefe fad fighs cdnfimiersof tby words? 
Then fpeak agaiir,.not all thy former tafe, 
Birt this one Word', whether thy tale be true: 

SaL As true as, I believe, you think them falfe. 
That give yoU caufe to prove my faying true. 

Conft. Oh, if thou teach me to believe thiy {brro\v> 
Teach thou this f<9mrvr'hjD# t6 m^doe md dicf 
And let beKef and hte efifiodiWn''f^, 
As doth the fury of t^p 4ft%- WCft itvtiv^ 
W7ij'c£i ia the Very m^ttiifii.aLtti-)5ii^ 
Vol. IIL Jiri^ , V^^>J^ 
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Lewis wed Blanch] O boy, then where art thou? 
France friend with England ! what becomes of rac ? 
fellow, be gone, I cannot brook thy -fight *. 

jlrth. 1 do bcfecch you, mother, be content. 

Conjt. " If tliou that bid'A me be contCHt, wert grim, 
•* Ugly, and fland'roiis to thy mother's womb, 
** Full of unpleafmg blots, and fightlefs flains, 
** Lame, foolifli, crooked, fwart, prodigious, 
** Patch'dwith foul moles, and eyc-oflFending marks; 
•* I would not care ; I t^ien would' be content. 
■* For then 1 fliould not love thee: no, nor thou . . 
** Become thy great Wrth, nor deferVe a crtrwn. 
•* Bat thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear'bpj! 
•* Nature and Fortune join M to make thee great. 
• •* Of Nature's gifts thou may'ft With h'lies'boaft, 
«* And with the half-blown rofe!" But'FottunCi oh! 
She is corrupte^t!, chang'd, and, -woli Trora thee. 
Adulterates houMy with thine uncle Jobn ; 
And with her golden hand hath pluck 'i^ oA France 
To tread down fair refpcA oT fovereigrity. 
And made his Majctty the bawd to theirs. 
France is a bawd to Fortune, and to John : 
That llrumpet Fortune, that iifurplng. Johtii ' ■ . 
Tell me, thou fellow, is not France foffwOm f ' 
In venom. him with words'; or get thee gonS, « 
And leaTe thefe woes alone, which I alone '; 
Am bound to underbear. * 

Sal. Pardon me. Madam, ' . ' 

I may not go without you to the Kings; ' ' 

Conjl. Thou may'ft,^ thou (halt, I wflt not gd with thft. 
I will inftruA my'fi>rrows to "be prdud: 
For grief is proud, aftd.hiakes his owrter ffiojUt. "* ' 
To me, and to the ftate of my great" ffrirf, , ' 

Let Kings affembie : for my grief 'S-fo great, ' 
That no fupportA; but the .huge firm tjirth ; 



Can 



' brcfok thy fiffht. 



I'bta news bath made £ee a moib Qgty tbait.. . '. 

Sal, Whatothcr hariiJ;hav«.l^ good t4dy, dvcCi • 
But fpokc the harm, tliiXvib^<«K«w done? i 

Cwft. Which hafmV\tVvii\VbMLlo\iwisto»^^^ /. . '! 
4i it makes harni«uVA\tVi*ti^«aJLo\Vt.- v '';^ 
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Can hbld it up. Here I and forrow fif. 
Hccc is my throne, bid Kings come bbw to it. 

SCENE It '..i 

JB/rf^r King yohn^ King Phtlipy Lewis ^ Blancb^ EEmt^ ^ 
FauIconliMifgfi andjiufifia, - 

K Pin. 'Tis true," fair (lauglilier; and'thJs bfefleii da^y^. 
Ever in France fliall be kept feftival. 
To folemfjwe this day, the gforioiw fun ' ' ',. 

Stays ill his courfe, and plays the alcbymift;- * \ 

Turning with fplendor of liis precious eye 
The meagre cloddy earth to glitt'ring gold*'- 
The yearly courfe tkat bnngs thiaday aboutyi. < '^'• 
Shall never fee it but a 'holiday;^ .;' 

Conft. A wicked- day, and nottlaQ holiday.-^ C^^^f^ 
What hath thts^ay defenr'd f what hath it done, 
That it in golden lett«^ (houldbfe fet ' • 

Among the high tides in. the kalendar? 
Nay, rather turn this day out of the week. 
This day of fliamc, oppreffion, perjury: 
Or, if it muft ftand ftffl, let wives wiui child 
Pray, that their bizrthen^ may not fall this day, 
Left that their hopes prodigioully be crofs'd. 
But on this diy, let feamen fear no wreck ; 
No bargains break, that are not this day made; 
This day, 2SL things begun come to ill end, 
Yea, faith itfelf to hdlow falfehood change ! 

K Ph'iL By heaven. Lady, you fhall have no caufe • 
To curfc the fair proceedings of this day. 
Have I not pa^na'd to you my majefty ? 

Confl. You have beguilM me with ^ counterfeit 
Refembling majefty, which, touch'd and try'd. 
Proves valuelefs: you arc forfwom, fbrfwom ; . 
You came in arms to fpill my enemies blood. 
But now in arms you ilrengthen it with yours. 
ITie grappling vigour, and rough firown of war. 
Is cold in amity and painted peace, 
Aad4>ur oppreffion hath made up \]ba& Wf^^. 

D d a Kwfii^ 
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Arm, arm, ye heav'ns, againft tl^cCe pojur*^ KiBjgs>' - 
A widow criesi^ be bufband to me,beav'A2 
Let not the hours of tlnh ungodly day 
Wear out the day in peace } out ere Am fct, 
8ct armed Difcord 'twixt thefe penur'd King«. 
Hear me, oh, hear me? 

jfufi. Lady Conftance, peace. 

£onfi. War, war, no peace; peace is to mi^ a war. 
O Lymoges, O Auilria j thpudo:^ {hame 
That bloody fpoH : thou flave, thou wretch, thou coward, 
31ipa little valiant, great in yHlany ! ^ 
Thou ever ftrong upon the ftcoDger.fidjC; 
Thou Fortune's champion;^ that doft never figlit | 

But when her humorous Lad^-(hipjU hy , j 

To teach thee fafetyj thou art peijuc'd too. 
And footh'il up great ncfs. Wha£ ^ &0I ait. thou, ■ 
A lampfng fcK)t,,tobrdg,to ftamp,,^»d £wear> .4 . • • 
Upon my party ? thou cold^Wpj^^^ fi^% • ■ - 
Jd^ tl¥>u xx>t (pahf Igtke UiU^r^^i&y ^? 
Been fwQ«| jjiy. f<i^«r>i WWipg «>f . 4f paid i • • 
Upon thyftars, thy 63rt^fi<>i9^4.4^y^fAgt2»{ 
And dolt thou powfdl flveftp my io€»?. 
Thou wear a lioti's hide 1 .dolf 4 iir i!)rV^e» 
And hang a calve Vikin -pfi tjivpfe pei:r£^ Upibs. 

j^i^L O tha^t ^ .rae^n \m^yji ^eal(: tjb(|fe word6-il« qk! 

Faulc, ^ad ^Pg a cal^^i^ij^ii tJb^Qfe recrcfint lim^ 

u^^. Tho.\p (Jar'ft :^t f*y.fc )«9yi|4ai fcr thy lijfe. 

Fflulc. An4ikfpgva.^ji(e>fl«iB«i>Apferac^^nt:iinrt>|, 

^tt/?. * * tyJ«*binks that Rich^»4'-^/P5W« 8ndJUffa|r4*4 

£«U. .;....■. : 

« Should be a:p«iep?4fi?t tp ff^J^lt :]M>!U, Sfe,? 

* What was the gronhd of this quarrel of the b^ftard to AiyAns, 
it DO Tvhere fpecified in the prefent plsy : • nor is there In ijip place, 
or the fcene where ft isilrft hinted at (fnmel]r the feeopd of aA ft,), 
the lead meption of aoj realbo for it. Bdt the fiotf is, tfaatAuAria, 
who killed King Etchv4 C«ur de^iQH, wvrc) m the fpoil of thaf 
prirce, a lionVkiUe which ixad belonged to-hW* Xhisdrcumflaoos 
renders the angcr.of the baftard very natural^ and ought not to have 
i>eff/i' omitted. In the firft (\tetcl\ of tKUyliY^ Cjl'»*^ Shskefpearc 
is fsLid to have had a hand iTi, *^cfai^^ wiVi^vK»wv%«f?«^>V:«ft 

*.ccefdingjy find this mlifteA u^on, Uk^ \\xv*%naw»rt^%«^^^Mi^*. 

/ciro/xhofcvcrfcs litre. Mr.V«^j%. 
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Faulc. « What words are tliefe ? how do my finews fhake I 

* My father's foe clad in my father's fpoil ! 

• How doth Aledo whifper in my ears, 

* Delay not, Richard, kill the villain firait 5 

* Difrobe him of the matchlefs monument, 

• Thy father's triumph o'er the favages. 

* Now, by his foul 1 fwear, my father's foul, 

• Twice will I not review the morning's rife, 
« Till I have torn that trophy from thy back ; 

• And iplit thy heart for wearing it fo long.* 

fC. John,. We like not this, thou doll forget thyfelf-f! 

SCENE IIIJ Ehter Pundulph. , 

JC.. Phil. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pop^.i. 

Pond, Hail, you anointed deputies of heay'nl . 
To thee. King John, my holy errand is : . / 

I Pandulph, of fair Milam Cawlinaly-, 
And from Po^e Imiocentthe Legate here, . * 

Do in his name religiouflydemaiii^ . 
Why thou againft the church,, our holy^jnother^^ 
So wilfully dotl fpum, and force perforce . "^ 

Keep Stephen Langton, chofen ArchbHhop . 
OftCanterbury, from that jioly-fee ? 
This in our 'forefaid holy fether's Bame>. „ 
Pope Innocent^! do. demand of thee* - 

K. John,: What earthly name to interrogatoriea ; 
Can taik the ft^e breath of. a facrcd King? 
Thou can ft not. Cardinal,: devife. a name ^ 
So flight, unworthy, and/ridiculous, . 
To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope. 
Tell him thia'tale', and from the mouth of England k 
Add thus much more. That no Italian pricft , 

SEall fithe.or toll .in oar dominions. 
But. as we, under Heaven, are fuprerae head, . 
So, under him, that, great fupr^macy^ i^ 

Where wc do reign, we will alone uphold,./ , 
Without Jth' affiiiance of a mortal hand..^ . 
So tell the Pope^ all rev'rcBcc (et apart ., 
To him and his ufurp'd authority. 

K. Pbth Brother of England,'yoii l^i^heme In this. 
JC. ^obn. Tho' you and all Vh^ l&ixi^'i vil QXiixv^tccwi^Rfl^ 
3D d 3 >vi^ 
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Are led fo grofsly by this meddling prieil,- 
Dreatling the curfe tliat mpncy may buy out. 
And by the merit of vile g^old, drofs, duft, 
Purchale corrupted pardon of a man» 
Who in that fale fellg pardon from himfeff; 
Tho' you, and v^l the reft, fo grofsly led, 
This juggling witchcraft wkh re\Time cherifh^ 
Yet 1 a'one, alone, do me oppofe 
Agaiiill the Pope, and counts his friends my fucs* 

Panel, Tl\cn by the lavi'ful power that I have. 
Thou fhalt ftand curs' d, and eKcoanoiiuucate;. 
And blefled fhall he be that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic; 
And meritorious (hall that hand be cafl'd^ 
Canonised and worib^p'd as a faints 
That takes away by any fecret cour^ 
Thy hateful life. 

Con/i. O, lawful let it be. 
That I have room with Rome to cuvCa-awiijle. 
Good Father Cardinal, cry tliDii, Am«n, 
To my keen curfes i for vithout my wrong 
There is no tongue hatk power to cuv£e him ligbt. 

Patid, There's law and warrant, Lady, for my curiL 

Conft, And for mine too \ whenkw caa do.no riglUv ' 
Let it be lawful that law bar no wrong I 
Xiaw cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 
For he that lK>ldrhis kingdom, hokitthe law;. 
iTherefiare, fincebw itfdlf is perfect wBong, 
How can the law ^bid nry tongue to curfe? i 

Paaii, Philip of Franee, on peril of a curicy 
Let go the hand of that avch^heretic 5 
And raife tke pow^f of Frani:c upcm Lis head,. 
Unlefs he do fubmit himlJelf to Rome. 

Eiu Look'ft thou pale, Fianc«? donotletgathyhandL 

Conft » Look to that, it^n\l left that France repent. 
And, by disjpinin^ hands, ke^ll-lofe a iJoul: ■ ■> 

j^i/fi. King FhiKp} lifter to the Cardii^l. 

Faulc. And hang a calve'sJtin on his reereanl Hmbai; 

jiufl. Wdl, ruffian, J muft pocket iip thcfe wrong?, 
Becaufe 

Ftttik* Your breeches beftMinaY carry them. 
'X,- 7i4«* Pbam,.\srWt feej'^ vW>3. xs^xWC^^^wa^V .. 

.1 ;. "^ ^^^S 



Covjl. What (tould he fay, but as the Cardijal? 

/.^'w/J. Bethiak you, father 5 for the difference 
Is purchafe of a heavy curfe from Rome, 
Or the L'ght lofs gf England for a friend j 
Forego the eafier. 

Blanch, Tliat's the cHrfe of Rome. . ; 

Conjl, Lewis, ftaod f^l • the fdevil tempts thee here 
In liken efs of a new uptntnmed bride *. 

K' PhiL I am perplex 'd, and know not whs^t to fay. 

Pand. What can 'ft thou fay, but wiU pei^^lex thcc 
more. 
If thou ftand cx^mmuuicRl^ ai)d curs'd ? . 

AT. PhlL Good R^v'eend Father, make ray peffoA. 
yptira.; 
And tell me, how you would beftow yQVifelf. 
This royal band aivd mine are p^wly knit. 
And the conjvn^igii of our inward fouls 
Marry'd in league, coupled and link'd tog^ther^ 
With all. religious ftre«gtU of facred. vows. 
The lateft breath that gavc.ihe fi>up4 of wgrds*. . . . . .\ 

Was dcep-fworn faith, peape, an^y, true ]pve» ^ \ 

Between oiir kingdoms and our toy alfelves. 

And civen before thia trtli^e, but pew before. 

No longer tb»n we w<^ c^ld wiiflpi Qur hand^ 

To clap this royal bargain upgf peacjs> 

Heav'n ktiowa, they were b^mear'd and Over-it^ain'd 

With Slaughter's pe^cil; wJb^reReytenge, did paint,, 

The fearful diff'rflnce of iiK:ienf(?4 Kwg». 

And fhaU jtliefe.haftd4> fo ktely pjurg^d.^Uopd,. 
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■ a new ttotrumntd f* Mdv. 



^/a«c/^. Ihelady Conllance^cikvnoftfromhecfiuth^ . 
But from her need. 

Confi Oh, if thou.oraot mj necdt 
Which only lives but by the 'deat^-ofTaitli,' 
That need muft needs infertHls'prrolipIev > " ' * 
That £aith would live again ^af dcAth of otid.: 
O, then tread down my n9od>.ifid hix\ m«»t« up; 
Xeep my need up,, afkd i^ith k trodden dovro. 

K, John, rhe King is mov^d, and anfwers not to thifc. 

Conji. O, be remov'd from fiim, and ahfwer well. 

Auji. Do fo, Kiog 9faiHp ; hang no more hr donist; - 

JFatdc. Hang nothing but aealvoVflEin, nolk fwcot iMiftk 
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So rtcwiy ioin*d in love, fo ftrong in ^th» 

Unyoke this feizure, and this kind regret? 

Play faft andloofe with faith? fojeft with heav'n? 

Make fuch unconftant children of ourfdlves, 

As now again to fnatch our palm from palm ? 

Unfwear faith fwom, and on tlie marriage-bcd 

Of fmiling peace to march a bloody hoft, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 

Of true finccrity ? O holy Sir, 

My Reverend Father, let it not be fb; 

Out of your grace, devife^ ordain, impofe 

Some gentle order, and we (hall be blefs'd 

To do your pleafure, and continue friends. 
FamL All form is formlefs, order orderlefs. 

Save what is oppofite to England's love. 

Therefore, to arms ! be d>ampion of our church I ■ 

Or let the church our mother breathe her curfe, 

A mother's curfe. on her revolting (piK 

France, thou may'ft hold a ferpent by the tongut, . 

A chafed lion by the mortal paw, 

A failing tyger fafcr by the toothy ■ 

Tlian keep in peace' that hand which thou 'do ft liold.: 
K, Phil. I may -disjoin my vhand, but not my faith.. ■ 
FamL So'mak'ft thou faith an enemy to* fakh; 

And, like a civil war, fet'ft oath to oath,^ 

Thy tongue againft; thy tongue.- O, let thy vow 

Firft made to heav'n, firft b^^teheav^^i pj!vfoTni'd: . 

That is to be the champion of our chmrck« 

Wiiat fince thou fwor'ft, h fwohi agalhft thyfelf, . 

And may not be performed' by thy (elf. 

For that which thou hail fwom to do aoufs, .. 

Is yet amifs ' when it ifr tnily- done : 

And being not done, wher^ doing tends to ill^.. 

The truth is then moil done, not doing' it. 

The better ad of purpofes miftook. 

Is to miflake again-; thoiiodired, 

Yet indire Aion thereby grows dired, 

And falfhood falfhood cures; as fire cools HtCfi, ' 

Within the fcorched veins of om new-bum'd. 

It is religipn-that doth jnake vows.kept. 

But thoii haft fwom againft religion. 

By what thou fwcar'ft, ag^uft. Uwt v\3Mk^>iBBSNs. V^tao?^. 



ks 



fV.gainft an oath the truth thou art uofuff— 
Fofwear: fv««e#i-i>riy ijptfli^iit'forfirwft;. ! '? . > 
Elfe what a mwfceTy ftoulfi A-fce io fl^A»l •. ': > ' \.\ 

And moil forfworn, to keep what thou dioft fwcar. 
I^beuefore'thy leittier tow^, a^mft thy firftt' 

Is in thyfelf reb«llion t-Q thflelf. . ?; . 

Than arm thy conftwltiand thy. iH)blcr.pai!l» ' ' ; 

Againfl thefe gi(}i}y^ lopfe fuggefticHtA. . '; . i 
Upon which bt*tAer pait, •our^pray'ts CiOsme.Hiy ^ .:: .. 
If thou vouchfafe^them, iButif!not».l]ueotIiUld«r|. .. v, 1 
The perfl of our cu rite light ©rft^e^; . ; • .f y. v ' ' 
So heavy, «6 thou fhak Aot ihake t^em.'Ciff; !, 
But, in defpair,;^undtr tb$r.bla(ik wfiigh^* ■ 

yfuft, RebelBpa, fltt jfcbeUifitn. 

Ftf«/r. WiU't iwt bef . . . ^ . ■.. . /, 

Will not a calve VAwfc'J^oi^ that mojatboClbiiie? : ' 

I.e:m». F«thtr,'to»rm3.' . . : .: ' T .. \ 

' jBicmch- Opon thy jjarrii&gKij^? . •: i .!...•. 

Agamil the blood that thou hail marrMf 
What,'fhHn'o«r fcaftbe.fcfpt unth flaaghfccr'd Jxwsti? ' 
ShaiiljnLying trumpets, and loud churhfli arums, 
Clamours ^fliidJ* be. mfii((wf*Ao ourpomp? T , . .. 
O hufband, hear rxwj ?(i)ih;l .*l8iqfcfc»w»€^y,: . . ., // 
Is hufband injiiy,Wottti!.) ie»»^':» fifu^: tiwt'»^ . ! 

Which tin Ab^*ifie iii5rt«*>>fetic'-dW«?««^ r; • 

Dp0n««t^kafie 1 beg^TgQiiPt tDirw..: ..V 

i^gainfl mine uncle. . t . 

Conji, O, jq{»QB t9y! kfKe, " ,, ' 

Made hard with knedlftg* tfloipray tQtltt:e> .' , - 

T.Wu fbtuo«3 EtopWo, fllttx wt th« doom . 
EwetJlPUght by heav'n. . ' : . 

Blanch. Now fhall I fee thy love ; what motive may • 
Be ftronger wSt^i Vh<se ihani ilie hariie <i vifr I 

Cgnji. That whiph DphpTdeth him, that thee upholds. 
His honour, '•Oh,tbiire Hnrhcmr, Lewhi'thinelionour!— 

Leivis. I mufe your* Majcfty doth feem fo cold, 
When ihdbL 'ptjnfouad refpefts do pull you oo. 

Pond. I will denounce ncurft lipoa lu&i^^d« 

■.- ••■■:•;;: • -/: •' ■ . '. . ■ \ .SL.^v*^ 
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JiT. Phii. iQiou (halt not need. Engbknd, 11! fall fitm; 
- -thee. 

Coj2/^. O fair return of tanifli'd Majefly ! 

£Ji. O foul :f>rvolt of French 'inoonftancjl ' 

K. J9hn. YxAtscxi thbu^fhak rfw4Jbts hour /within thii 

hour.,* 
Faidc. Old Time the dock-fetter, that baldll^toa Time, 
Is it, as he will? wtU then, France (hall rue. 

Blanch. The fun's o'ercail with btood: fair dajja&ai 
AVhich is the^ide thatmuftgo withdt 
\ am with both, each army , hath a handf . 
And in t^ir rage, 1 haying hold ^f botl^ , 
They whirl aftindirr, . and diftnemb^ me. 
Hufband, I carmot pray that thou inay *fl ^ win : 
Uncle, 1 needi muft pray that thou-may'ft lo£e:. 
Father, I ma]r not wi& the ifbrtuac thine; 
Grandam, I will not wifh thy wifhas^thrnre. 
Whoever winsj on that fide fhall libfe ; - 
Aflurcd lofs, brfbre-the match hci*iy?d>: " 

LftuL. Lady, with me, with me thv fortune lies. ' 
Blanch. There wh^ire iny fbrtUBC hvcs, there inyHfe: 

dies. .'- ' • « » 
K.' yohn. Couiin, ^o draw ouf- piiflancc together. 

\Eiett. FauleotibriJ^t* 
France, lam biimMup with inflaming wrath | 
A rage, u hofe heat hath this condition, 
l*hat nothlng'jcan allay, nothing but 'bloodi^ 
The bloody and deareU-valu'd UochI of -France. 

K, Phil, Thy rage (hall bum thec up, and thOu ^halfi 
turn 
To aflies, ere our blood fhall quench that fi^* 
Look to thyfelf thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John, Ho more than he that threats. To apln8^ 
let's hie. [J'xworf; 

'■ - - < 

SCENE IV. Chan^ej^ to afdd rfhattk, . ^ 

Alurmty exturfions. Enter Faulamihndgey wA 
jiufirla^s bead, 

Faulc. Now, by my life, this day grows- wond'rous hoti 
. Some Refy devil hovevvm tVwt ^ ». ■ 
And pours do\vn mifch\e£. i^\x&«**%\«aA^'^«t.. — 
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Thus hath King Richai-d?6 foil peif(irm'^4 hk(to?^i : . i 

And offer'd AuftnVd blood for facMfiee - , ' .. 

^nto his fathcr'a cvjerJiving f^ul. . , • , ' : . ? ' 
£nter King Jdhn^ Arthur^ and Hubert, 

jr. John, There, Hubert, keep this boy. .'Richard, 

My mother is afTailed^in our tent, '" ' . [^ihake lip; 

And ta'en, 1 feaf . . ^ .. • ,'- 

Faulc. My Lqjd, Irefciii'4'heK •" './^ '• * ' 
Her Highnefs is in faifety,fear ybii not. *. ' 
But on, my Liegei for very little pains 

Will bring this labour to an hai)py ^nd. . [^Exeunt, 

SCENE V. ■ ^ 

Alarms^ excurfionsy retreai. Re-enter King fjfohn^ Elinor^ 
ArthuryFaulonbridge^ Huherty ana Lords, 

K. John, So Ihall it be; ypuif Grace, ^all-flay behind 

•:' \ [To Elinor. 
So ftrongly guarded. Cpuflny look not fkdy . .^ \ * 

[To Arthur* 
Thy gra^dam loves thee,; ,and thy :uncle will \ .< 
As dear be to thee as thy father was. ' . ' * 

Arth, O ! . this will m^ke my mother die witJ\ gT^ef^ . 

K, John, Coudn, away for England; haftc before, : 
, J. , r . I : Y^ToFatdcpttbrtij^e^ 
And ere our coming, fee thou fh^ethtibag^ 
Of hoarding abbots; their imprifoin'd 'angeli ; 
Set thou at liberty :. the; fat ribs Oif pe^co 
Mud by the hungry \yairbe fcjd upon. .... ^ 

Ufe our commiflion in its utmoft force.. 

Fauic. Bell, book, andxapdle, %all not drive me ba(;k; 
When g(AA and filver Jbqc^'me t^fCpme 9n. . ^ , ; ■ 
I leave your fiighnefs^. :,Gi;ai94^»r^ yp^iWA'S ^ ' . • ,'-r 
(If ever I remember tp be Koly) . « . .' ,^. • . . \, \ . 
For your fair fafety; fo. Ikifs youi.hand.'- - . 

EH, Farewellf, ray gentle couiin.^ ; . .; • r ' : ,; 

K, John, Coz, hurewell. [Exh Faulc, 

EH; Come hither, little kiafman ;-*-«-hark, a word. 

[ Taking him to onejide of thsjiagck 

K, John, UqtHuUrt an the. other fiU.'^ , i / . 
Come hither, Hubert., O my gentle Hubert, ; 

Wc oyiB tbcemuchf witiiiu tVu% Yidl ^ ^ssfix ,V. «.-. 



There W a-fofd c«uHMtlMeh«r <ftre(Ait<)r^ . 

And with advantcfige mcatiff to pky thy lov^. 

Andy my good friend, thf tbturft^r^ oatk 

Lives in h» bofom, dearlv^ ehenftiU. 

Give me thy hand^ 1 had a thing to fay 

But I wiUhtJt with fomc better time. 

By heaveir, Hubert, I'm almoft aAam^d^ 

to fay what good refped I have oi^thee. , 
I/ai. I am mu6h bouhdeh to' ypiir K&je^yl 
K. jfobn. Good friend, tho\r hsA no caiife to fay fij 
yet, -: ' ^ ' ■• 

But thou flialt have — and creep time ne'er fo flow. 

Yet it fhall come for me to do tiiee good, 

< I had a thing to fay, but let it go : 

« The fun is m the heaven,, and the proud diy, 

< Attended with the pleafur^s of the world*, 

* Is all too wanton^ ah^ too full<]tf gatV^fs, 

* To gite me audience. If the midnight-bell 

* Did with his ifow tbngtie and brazen' mouth . 

* Sound one. unto the drowfy race of night; 

* If this fame were a-chnrch-yard- where- We ibandv 

< And thou poffcffed M^th a^tltbufahd' wrongs ; 
« Or ifthat ftjrly fpirit Melancholy 

< Had bale'd thy blood, and mfade it»keffrr-thit*ltv 

< Which clfe^rtins tickling up and down the veins, 

< Making thatidcot Latighte*ke<^nieti9* eyesj 

< And drain dicir cheeks lb idlt tnerfifncrtt, 

< (A palfion hatcfial tb lAy putx^^fes^ ) • 

* Or if that thou coiddftice me without eyeSf, 

* Hear me without tHraeieare, and- make reply 

* Without a tongUe, ttfing coneett alome, 

< Without eyes, e^f«, afldlMnrinfep-fcund^bfi^wte^ 
« Then, in'diffpight of'bro**ey*d wat!cMt*day^ . 

* I would into thy bofom ^am'\avf tHoiigHt's^. 

* But ah, I will not'^r^Yet I-'We'th^wtU-, • 
An4, by m/ troth, I tWnfc tKoa lov'il'mfcwrfli 

Hvh. So well, that what you'bid-nte lindcrtAkey 
Tho* that-my deartrwere-adjonA^tb my aA, 
By heav^rtFddb't. 

K.John. Donol Iknbw-thottwtitdi^? 
Good Hubert, HnW, ^>i^\\XvTtwx\^tv« «^ 
On yon young^boy; l?\PtA\V«t'^V«rtrt^ ««»^ 
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He is a very ferpent in my way. 
And, whcrefoe'er this foot of mine doth tread,. 
He Hes before me. Doft tiiou underlland me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

ffui. And Pll keep him fo, 
That he fhall not offend your Majcfty* 

K. John. Death. 

Hud. My Lord? 

AT. John. A grave. 

I/uL He fhall not live. 

K. John. Enough. 
[ could be merry now. Hubert, I love thcc"; 
Well, Pll not iay what I intend for tliee ; 

Remember. ^Madam, fare you well. 

{^Returning to the ^ueen. 
1*11 fend tiiofi? pow'rs o'er to your Majefty. 

Eli. My bleffihg go with thee ! 

K. John, For England, coufin, go. 
Hubert fhall be your man, t' attend on you 
IVith all true duty ; on toward Calais, ho ! £Exetmii 

SCENE VI. Changes to the French court. 

Enter King Philip^ Lenvis^ Pandulphoy and Attendants. 

K. PhiU So, by a roaring tempeft on the flood, 
\ whole armado * of collefted fail 
s fcatter'd, and disjoined from feilowfhip. 

Pand. Courage and comfort, all fhall yet go well. 

K. Phil. What can go weU when we have run fo fll ? 
\xt we not beaten? Is not Angriers loft? 
Arthur ta'cn pris'ner ? divers dear friends (lain ? 
Lnd bloody England into England gone, 
>'er-bearing interruption, fpiteof France? 

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath he foitify'd : 
o hot a fpeed with fuch advice difpos'd, 
uch temperate order in fo fierce a courfe, • 
)oth wa\it example ; who hath read or heard 
•f any kindred adion like to this ? 
Vol. hi. E e K. Phil. 

• This play was rcprefcnted a winter cr two after t.Kt. STj^'av(K 
/a/Jon in 1^88. Aad it abounds with tu\iv:Y\^* t<;\^\xs^\ft >Jcv^V}cwt.v 
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K. Phil. WeU could I bear that England W 
praxfcy 
So we could fiad fomc pattern of our {baxne. 

Enter Conftance* 

Look, who comes here? a grave unto a foul. 
Holding th* eternal fpirit 'gainft her will 
In the vfle prifon of aifliiftcd breath, 
I pr'ythee, Lady» go away with me. 

Conft, Lo, now, now (iee the iffue of your peace. 

K. Phil, Patience, good Lady; comfort, gentle 
ftance, 
. Con/l. No, I defy all counfel and redrefs, 
But that which ends all counfel, true redrefs. 
Death, Death ; oh amiable, lovely Death 1 
Thou odoriferous ftencb» frund rottennefs, 
Arife rorth fi*om the couch oi lafting night. 
Thou hate and terror to profperity. 
And I will kifs thy deteftable bones ; 
And put my eye-balls in thy vaulty brows; 
And ring thefc fingers with thy hou (hold-worms 5 
And Hop this gap of breath with fulfome duit, 
And be a carrion moniler like thyfelf ; 
Come, grin on me, and 1 will think thou fmil'^, 
And kifs tiiee as thy wife ; mifery's love, 
O come to me ! 

K> Phil. O fair affiiftion, peace. 

Conjl, No, no, I will not, having breath to cry ; 

that my tongue were in the thunder's mouth ! 
Then with a paffion I would (hake the world. 
And roufe from fleep that fell anatoipy. 
Which cannot hear a lady's feeble voice, 

And fcoi*ns a modern invocation, 

Pand. Lady, you utter madnefs, and not forrow 
ConJl. Thou art not holy to bely me fo ; 

1 am not mad; this hair I tear is mine; 
TAy name is Con/lance, I was Geffrey's wife : 
Young Arthur is my fon, and he is loft ! 

I am not mad ; 1 would to lieav'n I were ! 
For then 'tislike IftvoxA^iox'^^X.xK^^^l- 
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Oh, if I could, whatt grief ftiould, I forget ! * 
I am not mad ; too well, too \vcll I feel 
The different plague of each calamity, f 
And, Father Cardinal, 1 have heard you fay. 
That we (hall fee and know our friends in heav'n ; 
If that be, I fhall fee my boy again. 
For fince the birth of Cain, the hrft male child, 
To him that did but yeflerday fufpire, 
There was not fuch a graciwiS creature boni. 
But now will canker forrow eat my bud, 
And chafe the native beauty from his cheek ; 
And he will look as hollow as a ghoft ; 
As dim and meagre as an ague's fit ; 
And fo he'll die : and, rifing fo again. 
When I fhall meet him in the court of Iieav'tl, 
I fhall not know him; thei'efbre never, mrvcr, 
Muft I behold my pretty Artliur more. 

E e 2 PanJ. 

• — = iliould I forget I 

Preach, fome philofophy to make me tna^. 
And thou (halt be canoniz'd. Cardinal. 
For, being not ma'd, but fenfible of grief. 
My reafonable part produces reafon 
How 1 may be ddiverM of thfefe woe»> 
And teaches me to kill or bangmyfelf. 
If i were mad, 1 fhould forget my fon. 
Or madly think a babe of clouts were he. 
1 am not mad, &c. 

f ■ each calamity. 

K. Phil. Bind up thofe treifea. O, what love I note 
In the fair multitude of thofe her hairs ; 
Where but by chance a filver drop had) fairo, 
Ev*n to that drop ten thouland wiery friends 
Do glew themfelvcs in fociable grief; 
Like true, infcparable, faithful loves. 
Sticking together in calamity. 

Confl. To England, if you will.— — 

K. i*hiU Bind up your hairs, 

Conjl, Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it ? 
I tore them from their bonds^ and cry'd aloud, 
O, that thefe hands could fo redeem my fon. 
As they have giv*n thefe hairs their liberty ! 
But now I envy at their liberty. 
And will again commit them to their bonds; 
Bec3iu(c my poor child is aprilonct. 
Aud, father Cardinal, &c. 
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PanJ. You liold too heinous a refpeft of grief. 

Confl, He talks to me that never had a fon. 

K» PhtL You are as fond of gnef as of your child. 

Conft, Grief fills the room up of mf abfcnt child ^ 
Lies in his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
Puts on his pretty looks, repeats his words. 
Remembers me of all his gracious parts; 
Stuffs out his vacant garments with his form; 
Tlien have I rcafon to be fond of grief. 
Fare you well ; had you fuch a lofs as I, 
I could give better comfort than you do. 
I will not keep this form upon my head, 

[ Tearing off her head-<lotba^ 
When there is fuch diforder in my wit. 
O Lord, my boy, my Arthur, my fair fon ! 
My life, my joy, my food, my all the world ! 
My widow-comfort, and my forrow's cure ! [^Exlu 

K* Fh'd, I fear iom^ outrage, and Til foUbw her. [Exit*, 

SCENE VI r. 

Lewis. There'^ nothing in this world can. make me joy; 

* Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale, 

• Vexing the dull ear of a drowfy man.' 

A bitter fhame hath fpoilt the fweet world's tafle^ 
That it yields nought but (hame and bitternefs. « 

ParuL Before the curing of a ftrong difeafe,. 
Ev'n in the inHant of repair and health. 
The fit is ftrongefl: evils that take leave,. 
On their departure, moft of all fliew evil. 
What have you loft by lofing of this day ? 

Lewis. All days of glory, joy, and happinefs. 

Pand, If you had won it, certainly you had. 
No, no ; wlien Fortune means to men moft gopd^ 
She looks upon them with a threatening eye. 
*Tis ftrange to tl^Ink how much King John hath loft 
In this, which he accounts fo clearly won. 
Are not you grieved that Arthur is his prifoner ? 

Lewis. As heartily as he is glad he hath him. 

Pand. Your mind k all as youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me fpeak with a prophetic fpirit ; 
For ev'n the breath of \1h2X 1 m^^tv lo ^^^^ 
Shall blow eachduft, e'<\cYi i\.Y^Nv, e«xd\\v\xV\\:JQ> 



^v. 
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Out of the path which (hall diredUy kad 
Thy foot to England's throne : and therefore mark 
John hath feiz'd Arthur, and it cannot be 
That whilft warm life plays in that infant's veins. 
The mifplac'd John fhould entertain an hour, 
A minute, nay, one quiet breath, of i^ft. 
A fceptre fnatch'd with an unruly hand, 
Muil be as boift'roufly maintained as gain'd. 
*< And he that ftands upon a jflipp^ry place, 
** Makes nice of no vile hold to ftay him up." 
That John may ftand, then Arthur needs muft fall? 
So be it, for it cannot be but fo. 

Lewis, But what (hall I gain by young Arthur's fall? 

Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife, 
May then make all the daim that Arthur did. 

Lewis. And lofe it, life and all, as Arthur did. 

Pand. How green you arc, and frcfh in this old world ! 
John lays you plots ; the times confpire with you ; 
For he that fteeps his fafety in true blood. 
Shall find but bloody fafety and untrue. 
** This a<E^, fo evilly born, ihall cool the hearts 
" Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal; 
*' That no fmall advantage fhall ftep forth 
** To check his reign, but they will cherilh it. 
«* No mrt'ral exhalation in the iky, 
« No 'fcape of nature, no diftemper'd day, 
«* No common wind, no cuftomed event, 
" But they will pluck away its nat'ral caufe, 
** And call them meteors, prodigies, and figns, 
** Abortives, and prefages, tongues of heav'n 
•* Plainly' denouncing vengeance upon John.'* 

Lewis. May be he will not touch young Arthur's life; 
But hold himfelf fafe in his prifonment. 

Pand, O Sir, when he fhall hear of your approach, 
If that young Arthur be not gone already 
Ev'n at tliis news he dies: and then the hearts 
Of all his people fhall revolt from hini, 
And kifs the lips of unacquainted change; 
And pick flrong matter of revolt and wrath, 
Out of the bloody fingers' ends of John. 
Methinks I fee this hurl y all on foot*, 
And O, wiiat better matter bictd?* W ^a>\ ^^ 
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Than I have nam'd!— ^The baftard Faulcoubridge 

l8 now in England^ ranfacking the churchy 

Offending charity. If but twelve French 

Were there in arms,, they would be as a call 

To train ten thoufand EngUfh to their fide ;. 

Or, as a little fnow, tunxbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. Noble Dauphia,. 

Go with me to the King: 'tis wonderful 

What may be wrought out of their dilcontent.. 

Now that their fouls are top-full of offence. 

For England go ; I will whet on the King. 

Lewis, Strong reafon makes ftrong anions: let us g 
If you {lay ^, the King will not fay A^i^. \^Exn 

ACT IV. SCENE. !• 

Changes to England, 

A prijont 

Enter. Hubert and Executioners* . 

Huh. XJLeAT me thefe irons hot, and look, t] 
ftand 
Within the arras ; when I ftrike my foot 
Upon the bofom of the ground, nilh forth; 
And bind the boy which you fhall find with me, 
Faft to the chair : be heedful ; hence, and watch. 

Exe, I hope your warrant will bear out the deed. 

Huh, Uncleanly fcruples ! fear not you ; look to't 
Young lad> come forth; I have to fay with you. 

Enter Arthur, 

Arth, Good morrow, Hubert. 

Hidt, Good morrow, little Prince. 

Arth, As little prince (having fo great a title. 
To be more prince ) as may be. You arc fad. 

Huh, Indeed I have been merrier. 

Arth, Mercy on me ! 
Me thinks no body ftiould be fad but I ; 
Yet I remember when I was in France, 
ybuaggentkmcu would be aL^^vi.^"*^^^'^> 
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Only for waiitonnefs. By my chiiftendam, 

So were I out of prifon, and kept fheep, 

I jfhould be as merry as the day is long. 

And fo I wouM be here, but that I doubt 

My uncle praftifes more harm to me. 

He is afraid of me, and I of him. 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's fon ^ 

Indeed it is not ; and. I woidd to heav'n 

I were your fon, fo you would love me,. Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate; 
He wiU awake my mercy, which lies dead ; 
Therefore I will be fudden and difpatch, [-^^» 

j^rtL Are you fick, Hubert! you look pale to-day j 
In footli I would you were a little fick, 
That I might fit all m'ght and watch with you. 
Alas, 1 love you more than you do me. 

Iluif. His words do take poffeffion of my bofom. 
Read here, young Arthur [^Shewin^ a paper* 

How now, foolifh rheum, ^A/idei*. 

Turning dif-piteous nature out of door I 
I mull be brief, left refolution drop 
Out at mine eyes in tender womanifh tears. ' i ■ 
Can you not read it ; is it not fair writ ? 

Arth, Too fairly, Hubert, for fo foul effed-. 
Mutt you with irons burn out both mine eyesi : 

Huh. Young boy, I muft. 

Arth. And will you? 

Hub. And I wilt 

Arth. Have you the heart? When your head did but 
i knit my handkerchief about your browii ; Qake, 

The beft I had, a princefs wrought it me, 
And 1 did never afk it you again ; 
And with my hand i*X midnight held your head ;. 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour. 
Still and anon chear'd up the heavy time, 
Saying, What lack you } and. Where lies your grief? 
Or, What good iove may I perform for you ? 
Many a poor man'is fon would have lain ttill, 
And ne'er have fpoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your lick fervice. had a prince. 
Nay, you may think my love was craR-'j Iqn^, 
Ajid call k cunning, Do> an \i ^o\x '^K^". 
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If Heav'n be pleasM that you muft life me HI, 

Why then, you muft Will you put out mine eyes? 

Thcfe eyes that never did, nor never fhall 

So much as frown on you. 

Hub, I've fworn to do it ; 
And with hot irons muft I bum them out *. 

jirth. Oh ! if an angel ftiould have come to mc. 
And told me, Hubert ihould put out mine eyes, 
I \rould not have believ'd a tongue 'bate \ Hubert. 

Hub, Come forth ; do as I bid you. 

{^S tamps f and the men enter 

Arth, O fave me, Hubert, fave me ! my eyes are out, 
Ev'n with the fierce looks of thefe bloody men. 

Hub, Give me the iron, I fay, and bind him here. 

jlrth, Alas ! what need you be fo boift'rous-rough? 
I will not ftruggle, I will ftand ftone-ftill. 
For Heav'n's fake, Hubert, let me not be bound. 
Nay, hear n\c, Hubert; drive thefe men away. 
And I will fit as quiet as a lamb. 
I will not ftir, nor wince, nor fpeak a word. 
Nor look upon the iron angrily : 
Thruft but thefe men away, and 1*11 forgive you. 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub, Go, ftand witliin; h:t me alone with him. 

Exe, I am bcft pleasM to be from fuch a deed. 

[^Exeurd 

Arih. Alas, I then have chid away my friend ; 
He hath a ftcrn look, but a gentle heart; 
Let him come back, that his compaffion may 
Give life to yours. 

Hub, Come, boy, prepare yourfelf. 
Arth, Is there no remedy ? 

Hub, None, but to lofe your eyes. 



• ■ burn them out. 

Arth, Ah, none but in this iron age -would do it. 
The iron of itfclf, though heat red-hot. 
Approaching near thefe eyes, would drink my tears. 
And quench its fiery indignation. 
Even in the matter of mioe innocence : 
Nay, after that, confume awiy in ruft, 
But for containing fire toVi^^TIl rcvVae e-^t. 
Arfiy (lu more ftubborn-havdih^u Vv3iuxti;ct'^\i^^\ 
Ob! if an angel, &c. 
f /'. e. Abate ^or difpnyH^* 



Ard 



^. L KING JOHN. 3^$ 

Arth. O Heav'n ! that there were but a moth in yours,^ 
A grain, a duft, a gnat, a wand'ring hair, 
Any annoyance m that precious fenfe : 
Then, feehVg what fmall things are boiftVous there, 
Your vile intent mull needs feem horrible. 

Huh, Is this your promife? go to, hold your 
tongue. * 

Arti)^ Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Huberts 
Or, Hubert, if you will, cut out my tongue. 
So I may keep mine eyes. O fpare mine eyts 1 
Though to no ufe, but ftill to look on you. 
Lo, by my troth, the inflrument is cold,. 
And would not harm me. 

Hub. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good footh, the fire is dead with grief^ 
Being create for comfort, to be us'd 
In undeferv'd extremes : fee clfe yourfelf. 
There is no malice in this burning coal; 
The breath of Heav'n hath blown its fpirit out. 
And ftrew'd repentaat aihes on its he^d. 

Huh. But with my breath I caa revive it, boy. \ 

Arth. All things that you (hould ufe to. do- me wrong), 
Deny their office ; only you do lack 
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extend. 
Creatures of note for mercy-lacking ufes. 

Huh. Wdl, fee to live ; I will not touch thine eye. 
For all the treafure that thine uncle owns : 
Yet am I fwom ; and I did purpofe, boy. 
With this feme very iron to burn them out. 

Arth. O, now you look like Hubcit. AH this while 
You were difguifed. 

Huh. Peace: no more. Adieu t 



Your 



• hoid yaur tonguc- 



Arth, Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues 
Muft needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : 
Let me not bold, &c. 

I __ I can revive it, boy. 

Artk. And if you do, you wiJl but make it Mufli, 
And glow with {hairiC of your proceedings, Hubert ;. 
Nay, it, perchance, will fparkle in your eyes; 
And, like a dog that isconipeil'd to fight, 
Snatch at his mailer that doth tarrc him or^ 
Ailthin^/), ^c. 
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Your uncle muft not know but you are dead. 
I'll fill thefe dogged fpies with falfe reports: 
And, pretty child, deep doubtlefs, and fecure. 
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world, 
Will not offend thee. 

jirth. O Heav'n ! I thank you, Hubert. 

Hub. Silence, no more; go clofely in with me. 
Much danger do 1 undergo for thee. [^Exmt. 

SCENE II. 
Changes to the court of England. 

Enter King John, Pemhrohe^ SaTtfbury^ and other Lards, 

K. John. Here once again we fit, once again crown'ii 
And look'd upon, I hope, with chearful eyes. 

Pcmh. Thin once again, but that your Highnefs pleas'i 
Was onct fuperfluous. You were crowned before, 
And that high royalty was ne'er plucked oflF: 
The faiths of men ne'er llaincd with revolt: 
Frefh expcftation troubled not the land 
With any long'd- for change, or better ftate. 

Sal. Therefore to be pofTefs'd with doubk pomp. 
To guard a title that was rich before ; 
" To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 
** To throw a perfume on the violet, 
** To fmooth the icty or add another hue 
*' Unto the lainbow, or with taper-light 
*' To feek the beauteous eye of heav'n to garnifh,** 
Is wafteful and ridiculous excels. 

Pemb, But that your Royal plcafure muft be don^ 
This aft is as an ancient tale new told. 
And in the laft repeating troubleforae; 
Biing urged at a time unfeafonable. 

SaL " In this the antique and well-noted face 
** Of plain old form is much disfigureilj 
*< And, like a fhifted wind unto a fail, 
*« It makes the courfe of tlioughts to fetch about; 
<« Startles and frights confideration j 
** Makes found opinion fick, and truth fufpedled, 
^^ For putting ou Co tv^w ^(^"^u^xC^ \^\i^?^ 
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Pemb. When workmen ftrive to do better than well, 
They do confouipl thefr fkill in covetoufnefs * j 
And oftentimes excufing of a fault 
Doth make the fault the worfe by the excufe : 
iVs patches fet upon a littk breach, 
Difcredit more in hiding of the flaw. 
Than did the flaw before it was fo patched. 

Sah To this effe6t, before you were new-crown'd, 
We breath'd our counfel ; but It pleasM your Highnefs 
To overbear it ; and we're all well pleas'd ; 
^nce all and every part of what we would, 
Mud make a (land at what your Highnefs will. 

K* John, Some rcafons of this double coronation 
I have poflefs'd you with, and think them (Irong; 
And more, more flrong (the lelfer is my fear) 
1 fliall endue you with : mean time, but aflc 
What you would have reform'd, that is not well. 
And well (haU you perceive who willingly 
I will both hear and grant you your requefls. 

Pemh, Then I, as one that am the tongue of thefc. 
To found f the purpofes of all their hearts, 
{Both for myfelf and them; but chief of aU, 
Your fafety ; for the which, myfelf and they 
Bend their beft ftudies,) heartily requefl: 
Th' infranchifement of Arthur ; whofe rellraint 
J)oth move the murmuring Kps of difcontent 
To break into this dang'rous argument. 
If what in reft you have, in right you hold. 
Why fhou'd your fears (which, as they fay, attend 
The fteps of wrong) tli^n move you to mew up 
Your tender kinfman, and to choke his days 
With barb'rous ignorance, and deny his youth 
The rich advantage of good exercife ? 
That the time's enemies may not have this 
To grace occafions, let it be our fuit, 
That you have bid us a(k his liberty ; 
Which for our good we do no further aflc, 
Than whereupon cur weal, on you depending, 
Count* it vour weal, that he have liberty. 

• /. e. Coveting to reach a higher tiLtO\txv^^. 
f A^. Sound forth, or decUrc. 
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Enter Hubert. 

K* yohn. Let it be fo ; I do commit liis youth 
To your direAion. Hubert, what news wnth you ? 

[77>/ King goes aftde ivith Hubert, 
Pemh, This is the man fhould do the bloody deed : 
He fliew'd his Warrant to a friend of mine. 
The image of a wicked heinous fault 
Lives in his t ye ; that clofe afpeft of his 
Does fhew the mood oi a much-troubled breaft. 
And I do fearfully believe 'tis done, 
What we fo fcar'd he had a charge to do. 

SaL The colour of the King doth come and go, j 

Between his purpofe and his confcience, 
Like heralds 'twixt two dreadful battles fent : 
His pafliou is fo ripe it needs muft break. 

Pemh. And when it breaks, 1 fear, will iffue thence 
The foul corruption of a fweet child's death. 

K, John. We cannot hold Mortality's ftrong hand. 
Good Lords, ^though my will to give is living. 
The fuit which you demand is gone, and dead. 
He tells us, Arthur is deceased to-night. 

Sal. Indeed we fear'd his ficknefs was paft cure. 
Pemb» Indeed we heard how near his death he was, , 
Befoi'c the child himfelf felt he was fick. 
This muft be anfwer'd either here or hence. 

K. John. Why do you bend fuch folemn brows on me? 
Think you I bear the fliears of deftiny ! 
Have I commandment on the pulfe of life ? 

SaL It is apparent foul play, and 'tis fhame 
That great ncfs (hould fo grofsly offer it : 
So thrive it in your game, and fo farewell ! 

Pemh. Stay yet, Lord Salifbury, 1*11 go with thee, 
And find th' inheritance of this poor child, 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. 
That blood which own'd the breath of all this ifle, 
Three foot of it doth hold; bad world the while ! 
This muil not be thus borne ; this will break out 
To all our forrows, and ere long, I doubt. [^Exeunt, 

SCENE III. Enter a mejcn^cr. 
iK Join. They burn m ludlg^^Uox^ > \ x^\.^t.\., ^^^^^^ 
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There is no fure foundation fet on blood; 

No certain life atchiev'd by others' death— ^ [4^^« 

A fearful eye thou haft ; where is that blood, 

[To the Mejerigsr. 
That I have feen inhabit in thofe cheeks? 
So foul a fl<y clears not without a ftorm ; 
Pour down thy weather. How goes all in France? 

Mejf, From France to England never fuch a power. 
For any foreign preparation. 
Was levy 'd in the body of a land. 
The copy of your fpeed is learn'd by them: 
For when you fhould be told they do prepare, 
The tidings come that they are all arrived. 
• K, John, O, where hath our intelligence been drunk ? 
Where hath it flept? where is my mother's care? 
That fuch an army fhould be drawn in France, 
And fhe not hear of it? 

Mejf, My Liege, her ear 
Is llopt with duft : the firft of April dy'd 
Your noble mother; and, as I hear, my Lc^» 
The Lady Conftance in a frenzy dy'd 
Three days before : but this from rumour's tongue 
1 idlely heard : if true or falfe, i know not. 

K. John. With-holdthy fpeed, drejidful occaiioii! 
O make a league with me, till 1 have pleased 
My difcontented peers. What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my eftate in France ? 
Under whofe condudl came thofe powers of FrancCf 
That thou for truth giv'ft out arc landed here? 

Mejf. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter Faulconhridge^ and Peter ofPwnfreU 

K. John* Thou haft made me giddy 
With thefe ill tidings. Now, what fays the world 
l^o your proceedings? Donotfeek to ftufF 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Faiik. But if you be afraid to hear the worft, 
Then let the worft unheard fall on your head. 

K. John. Bear with me, coufm ; for I was amaz'd 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood, and can give audktve^ 
To any tongue, fpeak it of wVvat \X \\^* 
Vol. III. T £ r* Ta-v^t* 
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Fauic. How I have fped among the clergymen, 
The fums I have coUeded (hall exprefs. 
But as I traveird hither through the land, 
I find the people ftrangely fantafied ; 
Poflefs'd with niniours, full of idle dreams ; 
Not knowing what they fear, but full of fear. 
And here's a prophet that I brought with me 
From forth the ilrects of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels: 
To whom he fung in rude haifh-founding rhymes. 
That ere the next Afcenfion-day at noon, 
Your Highnefs fhould deh'ver up your crown. 

K< John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore did'ft thou fo ? 
- Peter. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out fo. ^ 

K. John. Hubert, away with him, imprifon him. 
And on that day at nopn whereon he fays 
I fhall yield up my crown, let him be hang'd. 
Deliver him to fafety, and return, ^ 

For I muft ufe thee. O my gentle coufin, 

p [^Exit Huhsrt^ ruDith Peter. 

Hear'ft thou tne news abroad, who are arriv'd? 

Favlc* T^ie French, my Lord ; mens* inouths are full 
Befides, I met Lord Bigot and Lord Sah'fbury, [of it. 
With eyes as red as new-enkindled fire. 
And others more, going to feek the grave 
Of Arthur,-who, they fay,, is kill'd to-night 
On your fuggeftion. 

K. John, Gentle kinfman, go 
And thrull thyfelf into their company. 
I have a way to win their loves again : 
Bring them before me. 

Faulc. 1 will feek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make hafte: the better foot before. 
O, let me have no fubjeft enemies. 
When adverfe foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of flout invafion. -^ 

Be Mercury, fet feathers to thy heels; 
And fly, like thought, from them to me again, 

Fmdc. The fpirit of the time fhall teach me fpeed. 

lExit. 

K. John. 6poke like a £pTv^\it£>A tvcJ^^ ^iwv\k3xv3aa» 
^p after himj for lie peiW^^ ftvA\ T^^^^ 
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Some meflenger betwixt me and the Peers ; 
And be thou he. 

Meffl With all my heart, my Liege, \^Exit. 

K.John, My mother dead ! 

SCENE IV. Enter Hubert. 

Hub. My Lord, they fay five moons were feen to-night i 
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four in wond'rous motion. 

K. John, Five moons? 

Hub, Old men and beldams, in the ftreets. 
Do prophefy upon it dangeroufly . 
Young Arthur's death is common in their mouths ; 
• And when they talk -of him, they fhake their heads, 

* And whifper one another in the ear, 

* And he that fpeaks doth gripe the hearer's wrift, 

* Whilfl he that hears makes fearful a6lion 

' With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 

* I faw a fmith iland with his hammer, thus, 

* The whilll his iron did on the anvil cool, 

* With open mouth fwallowing a tailor's new3> 

* Who with his fhears and meafure in his hand, 

* Standing on flippers, which, his nimble hafte 
^ * Had falfely thruft upon contrary feet, 

V • Told of a many thoufand warlike French, 

* That were embattlied and rank'd in Kent. 

* Another lean, unwaffi'd artfficer^ 

< Cuts off his taie, and talks of Arthur's death.*" 

K. John: Why feek'ft thou to poflefs me with tliefe 

Why urgeft thou fo oft young Arthur's death ? [feara? 

'l*hy hand hath murther'd him : I had a caufe^ 

To wifh him dead, but thou had'ft none to kill him. 
HuL Had none, my Lord? why, did you not pro- 
voke me ? 
K. John, * « It is the curfe of Kings, to be attended 

•* By flaves that take their humours for a warrant, 

^* To break into the bloody houfe of life : 

** And, on the winking of authority, 

F f 2 • '1W To 

I- 

•This plainly hints at DaVifonS cafe, \tv VJcv^ "^SSwlvt ^^ito* 
Q^ccD of Scots i and fo muflt ba^c>>wiiVDSfi.xt^^Vstt^^\3et ^Cfcfc^as^ 
MpniemacioD. 
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** To underftand a law; to know the meaning 

*« Of dang'rous majefty; when, perchance, it frowna 

•* More upon humour, than advis'd refpe^t." 

Hub, Here 18 your hand and feal for what I did. 

K, John, Oil, when the laft account 'tv^'ixt heav'n and 
earth 
Is to be iriade, then fliall this hand and feal 
Witnefs againft us to damnation. 
•* How oft the fight of means to <io ill deeds, 
;* Makes deeds ill done ? for hadft not thou been by, 
** A fellow by the hand of Nature inarkM, 
** Quoted, and fign*d to do a deed of (hame, 
«* TEis murther had not come into my mind.'* 
But taking note of thy abhorrM afpcd, $ \ 

Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 
Apt, liable to be employed in danger, "^ 
I faintly broke with thee of Arthm's d^ath» 
And thou, to be endeared to a Kiug, 
Mad'ft it no conTcience to deftroy a PriDce# 

Hub. My Lord 

K. John, " Hadft thou but ihodt thy head, or roadeir 
«< When I fpake darkly what I purpofcd j [pairfe, 

** Or turn'd an eye of doubt iqpou my faCe» 
** Or bid me tell my tale in exprefs words; 
«< Deep fhame had ftruck me dumb, made me break off, % 
" And thofe thy fears might have wrought fears in xatJ^ 
But thou didft underftand me by my figns. 
And didft in figns again parley wkb fin; 
Yea* Without ftop, didft let thy heart confcnt. 
And confequently thy rude hand to a6t 
The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name- 
Out of my fight, and never fee me more 1 
My Nobles leave me, and my ftate is brav'd, 
Ev*n at my gates, with ranks of foreign pow'rs ; 
Nay, in the body of this fleftily land, 
This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, ' . 
Hoftility and civil tumult reigns. 
Between my confcience, and my coufin's death* ^ 

Hub. Arm you againft your other enemies, 
I'll make a p^ace between your foul and you. 
Young Arthur is alive ; iVvis Vv^wd of mvw^ 
1$ yet a maiden, and an mnoccivv Wwd, - ^ 
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Not painted with the crimfon fpots of blood. 

Within this bofom never enter'd yet 

The dreadful motion of a murderer's thought,. 

And you have flander'd nature in my form; 

Which, howfoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind. 

Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

K. John. Doth Arthur live? O hafte thee to the Peers, 
Throw this report on their incenfed rage, 
And make them tame to their obedience. 
Forgive the comment that my paflion made 
Upon thy feature, for my rage was blind; 
And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Prefented thee more hideous than thou art. 
Oh, anfwer i||^ but to my clofet bring 
The angry iSRis with all expedient haiie. 
I conjure thee but ilowly: sun more fail. ^ExtunU 

SCENE V. Afireet before aprifon. 
Enter Arthur on the walls dlfguis*d. 

Arth, The wall is high, and yet will I leap down. 

Good ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not ! 

There's few or none do know me : if they did, 
^ This (hip-boy's femblance hath difguis'd me quite ! 
' I am afraid, and yet I'll venture it. 

If i get down, and do not break my limbs, 

I'll find a thoufand (hifts to get away : 

As good to die, and go; as die and ftay. \^Leaps doiun». 

Oh me ! my uncle's fpirit is in thefe ftones : 

Heav'a take my Ibul, and England keep my bones ! 

iDiei. 

Enter Pemhroh^ Salifhuryy. and Bigot, 

SaL Lords, 1 will meH him at St. Edmond(biu*y ; 
If is our fafety ; and we muft embrace 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. 

Pemb. Who brought that letter from the Cardinal ? 

SaL The, Count Melun, a Noble Lord of France,. 
Whofe private with me of the Dauphin'3 love 
Is much more gen'ral than thefe lines import *. 

F £ ^ "Ex^K*. 

•/. e, Whofe private account, ol tV\t'D^u^m^%'aSit^\^^ 'wi ^'^ 
Mttic^if auich more ample tbaa iVxe ku-itv '^x ^^\^- 
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Bijoi. To morrow morning Itt us meet bim thea. 
Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for 'twill be 
Two long days' journey, Lords, or e'er we meet. 

Enter FaukonbriJge, 

Faulc, Once more to-day \^11 met, diftemper*d Lords; 
The King by me requefts your prefence ftrait. 

Sal. llic King hath difpoifefsM himfelf of us; 
We will not line his thin, beftained cloak, 
• With our pure honours : nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-c'er it wall:& 
Return, and tell him fo : we know the worft. 

Faulc. Whatever you think, good words, 1 think, were 
bcft. 

SaL Our griefs, and not our manners,^^on now. 

Faulc. But there is little reafon in you^8"*^^ 5 
Therefore 'twere reafon you had manners now. 

Pemb. Sir, Sir, impatience hath its privilege. 

Faulc. 'Tis true, to hurt its mailer, no man elfe. 

Sal. This is the prifon : what is he lies here? 

\_Stcing Arthur. 

Pemb, O Death, made proud with pure and priiicely 
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. [Ijcauty! 

SaL Murder, as hating what himfelf hath done, ^ 

Doth lay it open to urge on revenge. ~ 

Bigot. Or when he doom'd this beauty to the glaive. 
Found it too precious princely for a grave. 

Sal. Sir Richard, what think you ? Have you beheld^ 
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think. 
Or do you almoft think, although you fee. 
What you do fee ? could thought, without this objed. 
Form fuch another? 'Tis the very top. 
The height, the creft, or creft unto the crcft 
Of Murder's arms ; this is the bloodieft fhame, ^*Jf 

The wildeft favag'ry, the vileft ftroke. 
That ever wall-ey'd wrath, or flaring rage, ' . 

Prefented to the tears of foft remorfe. 

Pemb. All murders paft do ftand excused in this; ^ 

And this fo fole, and fo unmatchable, , 
Shdlgive a holinefs a purity, . * 
To the yet-unbegottenfm^oium*)^ 
AndprOvc a deadly b\oodftit4\>ux.*.y^i ^ ^ xivtX^ 
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Exampled by this heinous fpediacle. 

Faulc» It IS a damned and a bloody work. 
The gracelefs action of a heavy hand ; 
If that it be the work of any haJid. 

Sal. If that it be the work of any hand ? 
We had a kind of Hght, what would enfue. 
It is the ihamefnl work of Hubert's hand. 
The practice and the purpofe of the King:^ 
From whoie obedience I forbid my foul. 
Kneeling before this mfn of fweet life. 
And breathing to this breathlefa excellence 
The incenfe of a vow, a holy vow ! 
Nev€r to tafte the pleafures of the world,. 
Never to be infeAed with delight, 
Nor con ver£M|^ with eafe and idlenefs, 
Till I have wR glory to this hand. 
By giving it the worfhip of revenge. 

P I \ ^^^ ^^^^^ religioufly confirm, thy words, 

SCENE Vr. Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with hafte in feeking you; 
Arthur doth live, the King bath fent for you. 

Sal, Oh, he is boUT, and blufhes not at death ; 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub, I am no villain. 

Sal, Muft I rob the law. ^Drawing his fworcL 

Faule. Your fword is bright, Sir, put it up again. 

SaL Not till I fh^atll it in a murd'rer's fkin. 

Hub. Stapd back. Lord Saliibury, ftand back, I fay ;• 
By Heav'n, I think my fwcrrd's as (harp as yours. 
I would not have you. Lord, forget yourfelf, 
Nor tempt the "danger of my true defence ; 
Left 1, by marking of your rage forget 
your worth, yourgrcatnefo, and nobility. 

Bigot. Out, dunghill! dar'ft thou brave a nobleman? 

Hub. Not for my life; but yet i dare defend 
IVly innocent life againft an Emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a mUrd'rer. 

Hub. Do not prove me ib; 
Yet I am none. Whofe tongue fot'c? {^«k& €iifc.^ 
Not traly^ {jptesiAi whoXpeak^noX Uv)\>}^>^« 



"^ct^* 
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Ptmh. Cut him to pieces. 

Faulc. Keep the peace, I fay. 

Sal. Stand by, or I ftiall gaui you, Faulconbridge.. 

Faulc. Thou wert better gaul the devil, Salifbury. 
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy foot. 
Or teach thy hatty fpleen to do mc fhame, 
I'll ftrike thee dead- Put up thy fword betime» 
Or I'll fo maul you, and your tofting4ron. 
That you (hall think the devil is come from hell. 

Bigot, What will you do, renowned Faulconbridge? 
Second a viUaia, and a murdereri 

Hub, Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Bigot. Who kilPd this Prince ? 

Hub. 'Tis not an hour fince I left him well i 
I honoin-'d him, I lov'd him, and will we 
My date of life out, for his fweet life's lol 

Sal Truft not thofe cunning waters of his cyesy 
For villany is not without fuch a rheum ; 
And he, long traded in it, makes it feem 
Like rivers of remorfe and innocence. 
Away with me, all you whofe fouls abhor 
Th* uncleanly favour of a flaughter-houfe. 
For 1 am ftifled with the fmell of fin. 

Bigot. Away towr'd B\iry, to the Dauphin there.^ 

Petnb. There, tell the King, he may inquire us out. 

[^Exeunt Lords,^ 

SCENE VIL 

Fauk. Here's a good world ; knew you of this fair work ? 
. Beyond the infinite and boundlefs reach 
Of mercy, if thou didft this deed of death, 
Art thou damn'd, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me. Sir. 

Faulc. Ha! Til tell thee what, 
Thou'rt damn*d fo black ■ nay, nothmg i» fo black; 

Thou art more deep damn'd than Prince Lucifer. 
There is not yet fo ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou (halt be, if thou didd kill this child. 

Hub. Upon my foul 

Faulc. If thou didft but confent 
To this moil cruel ad, do but de{p^t\ 
And if thou want'tt a cor4, xisit fcka5i^|^jg;5|tt. 



That ever fpider twifted from her womb, 

Will ftrangle thee ; a rufli will be a beam 

To hang thee on: or wowld'ft thou drown thyfelf. 

Put but a httle water in a fpoo% 

And it (hall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to ftifle fuch a villain up. 

I do {u{^€t thee very grievoufty. 

Hub. If 1 m adl, confent, or fin of thought, 
Beguilty of tbcftealing that fweet breath, 
Which was embounded in this beauteous clay. 
Let hell want paitvs enough to torture isef 
1 left him well. 

Faulc. Go, bear hiKi m thine arms. 
I am amaz'd, methrnks, and lofe my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this woft-ld* 
How eafy dwthou take all England up I 
From forth this morfel gf dead royalty. 
The life, the rights and triith of all this reafea 
Is fled to heav'n ; and England bow is kft 
To tug and fcramble, and to part by th' teeth 
The un-owed intereft of proud-fwelling ft ate. 
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of M^efty^ 
Doth doffged War briftle his angry ci'cft. 
And fnarleth in the gentk eyes of Peace. 
Now pow'rs from home and difcpntents at hom^- 
Meet in one hne : and vail confuiion waits 
(As doth a ravea on a ilck, faU'n beaft) 
The imminent decay of wrefted pomp. 
Now happy he wlvofe cloak and cinAure can 
Hold out this tempeft. Bear away the child. 
And follow me with fpeed; Pli to the King ; 
A thoufand bufinefles are brief at hand, 
And heav'n itfelf doth frown upon the land. 



ACT 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
The Court of England. 

Enter King John^ Pandulphf and Attendants. 

K. John. X HUS I have yielded up lato your \asuL 
The circle of my glory. 

[Giving the crown* 

Pand, Take again 
From this my hand, as holding of the Pope, 
Your fovereign greatnefs and authority. 

K* John. Now keep your holy word ; go meet the 
French, 

And from hk HoUnefs ufe all your powei* 
To ftop the marches 'fore we are inflam'd; 
Our difcontented counties do revolt ; 
Our people quarrel with obedience ; 
Swearing allegiance, and the love of fouly. 
To ftranger blood, to foreign royalty ;. 
This inundation of miftemper'd humour 
Refts by you only to be qualify'd- 
Then paufe not ; for the prefent time's fo ficky^ 
That prefent medicine muft be minillred. 
Or overthrow incurable enfues* 

Pand, It was my breatli that blew this temped upy 
Upon your llubborn ufage of the Pope : 
But fmce you are a gentle convertite, 
My tongue fhaH huftt again this florm of war; 
And make fair weather in your blufl'ring land* 
On this ACcenlion-day, remember well. 
Upon your oath of fervice to the Pope, 
Go I to make the French lay down their arms. \^ExH, 
- K. John. Is this Afcenfion-day? did not the prophet 
Say, that before Afcenfion-day at noon 
My crown I (hould give off? Even fo I have. 
I did fuppofe it (hould be on conllraint ; 
But, heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary. 

Enter Faulconhrtdge, 
Faulc. All Kent hath yielded> nothing there holds out 
But Dover caitle: London \iaOxi^edN^^i 
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Like a kind Koft, the Dauphin and his powers. 
Vour nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer fervice to your enemy; 
And wild amazement hurries up and down 
The little number of your doubtful friends. 

K> John, Would not my Lords return to me again, 
After they heard young Arthur was alive? 

Faulc, They found him dead, and caft into the ftrcets, 
An empty cafket, where the jewel, life, 
By fome damn'd hand was robb'd and ta'en away. 

K, John. That villain Hubert told me he did live. 

Fauk, So on my foul he did, for aught he knew. 
But wherefore do you droop? why look you fad? 
Be great in adl, as you have been in thought : 
Let not the world fee fear and fad diftruft 
Oovem the motion of a kingly eye : 
Be ftirring as the time ; be fire with fir€ ; 
Threaten the threat'ner, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horro^ fo (hall inferior eyes. 
That borrow their behaviours from the great, 
"Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntlefs fpirit of refolution. 
Away, and glifter like the god of war. 
When he intendcth to become the field; 
Shew boldnefs and afpiring confidence. 
What, (hall they feek the lion in his den, 
And fright him there? and make him tremble there? 
Oh, let it not be faid ! Forage, and run 
To meet difpleafure farther from the doors ; 
And grapple with him ere he come fo nigh, 

K. John. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me. 
And I have made a happy peace i^ath him ; 
And he hath promised to difnufs the powers 
Led by the Dauphin. 

Fauk, Oh inglorious league ! 
Shall we, upon the footing of our land. 
Send fair-play-orders, and make compromife, 
Infinuation, parley, and bafe truce. 
To arms invafive? (hall a beardlefs boy, 
A Cocker'd, filken wanton brave our fields. 
And flefhhis fpirit ifi a warlike ^^, 
Mocking tie air with colows ifflSN l^xe^^^ 

>: 
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And find no clwck ? Let U8» my Liege, to arms: 

Pr:rchajicc the Cardinal csui't make your peace; 

Or if he do, let it at kail be faid. 

They fa w we had a purpode of defence. 

- K, John. Have thou the ordering of this prefent time 

Faidc. Avay then, with good courage; yet I know 
Our party may weB meet a prouder fbc. {Emmlk 

SCENE II. Changes to the Dauphin^s ccMff. 

Enier^ in arms^ Letuisy Sntifbitry, Melun^ Pemhroie^ Bl^, 
and Soldiers. 

Lewis. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out^ j 

And keep it fafe for our remembrance: 
Return the prvfident to thefe Lords again. 
That haviii'j^ our fair order written down, 
Both they a.jtl we, perufing o*^er thefe notes, 
Mav know wherefore we took the facrament. 
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable. 

Sal Uj>on our fides it never (hall be broken. 
And, Noble Dauphin, albeit wefwear 
A voluntary ztal and uanrg*d faith 
To your proceedings; yet believe me. Prince, 
I am not glad that fuch a fore of time 
Should feek a plaiiler by contemn'd revolt; 
And he'dl th' inveterate canker of one wound. 
By making many. Oh, it giieves my foul. 
That I mull draw tins metal from my fide 
To be a \vidow-m<dter: oh, and there, 
^Yhere honourable refcue and defence 
Cries out upon the name of Salifbury. 
But fuch is the infection of the time, 
That, for the health and phyfic of our right, 
We cannot deal but with the very hand 
Of ilern injuilice, and confufed wrong. 
And is't not pity, oh, my grieved friends! 
That v/c the fons and children of this ifle,- 
Wei e born to foe fo fad an hour as this. 
Wherein we ftep after a flranger-march 
Vpon Jrt gentle bo{or\^, 2lv\^ ^\\>r5> •. 
Htr ciiemic.s ranks \ (^1 vr.u\\ Wix\^^t^>« ^^^ v.^^'V ^^^ 
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Upon the fpot of this enforced caafe;} 

To grace the gentry of a land remote. 

And follow unacquainted colours here? 

What, here? O nation, that thoa could'ft remove I 

That Neptune's amis, who cHppeth thee about, 

Would bear thee from the knowledge of thyfelf, 

And grapple thee unto a Pagan ihorel 

Where thefe two Chriftiari artnies might combine 

The blood of malice in a Vein, of league, - , 

And not to fpend it fo unneighbourly. 

Lxtvii. A noble temper doft thou fhcw ia this^ 
And great afFedion^ wreftling in thy bofom, 
Doth make an earthquake of nobility? 
Oh, what a noble combat haft thou fought, 
Between compulfion, and a brave refpeS 1 
Let me wipe off this honourable dew, 
That filverly doth progr^fs on thy cheeke* 
'* My heart hath melted at a lady^s tears* 
" Being an ordinary inundation : 
" But this efitifion of fuch tnanly drops, 
«* This fhow'r blown Up by tcmpeft of the foiil, 
** Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz'di 
" Than had I feen the vaulty top of heav'n 
^* Figur'd qmte o'er with burning meteors.'* 
Lift up thy brow, renowned Saliibury, 
And with a great heart heave away this ftorm* 
*< Commend thefe waters to tHofc baby-ey^s, 
«* That never faw the giant v^rorki enrag'd ; 
** Nor met with fortune, other thlin at feafts, 
*' Full warm of blood, of mirth, of goffipping.^ 
Come, come ; for thou flialt thruft thy hand as deep 
Into the purfeof rich profpcrity. 
As Lewis himfelf ; fo. Nobles, ihatt you aB, 
^hat knit your finews to the ftrength of mine. 

SCENE 111. JSttt^ Pamk^L 
Atid even there methinks an angel fpeeds; 
Look where the holy Legstte comes apace. 
To ^v^ us warrant from ^c hand of heav'n, 
And on our adlions fet the name of nght 
With holy birath. . 
PanJ. HO, Noble Priacc o£Ii^^^\ _ 
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The next is this. King John hath reconcil'd 
Himfclf to Rome; his fpirit is come in. 
That fo ftood out againfl the holy church. 
The great metropohs and fee of Rome. 
Therefore thy threat'ning colours now wind up. 
And tame the favage fpirit of wild War ; 
That, like a lion fofter'd up at hand. 
It may lie gently at the foot of Peace ; 
And be no further harmful than in fhew. 

Lewis. Your Grace fhall jpardon me, I ^-iU not back. 
I am too hrgh-bbm to be prc^erfcicd. 
To be a fecondary at controid; 
Or ufeful ferving-maii, add infbtntient. 
To any fovereign Hate throughout the worlds 
Your breath fir5 kindled the dead coal of war. 
Between this chaflis'd kingdom and myfelf, * 
And brought in msltter that fhould feed this fire* 
And now 'tis far too huge to beUown out. 
With that fame weak wind which inkindled it* 
You taught me how to know the face of tight. 
Acquainted ine with int'reft to this land; 
Yea, thruft this enterprife into my heait. 
And come ye now to tdl me John hath made 
His peace with Rome ? what is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed, . 
After young. Arthur, claim this land fo? mine. 
And now it is half-conquer *di muft I back, - 
Becaufe that John hathjnade his peace with Rome? 
Am I Rome's /lave ? whatpenny hath Rome borne, • 
What men provided, what niunition fent. 
To underprop this a6lion ? Is'ttiotl 
That undergo this charge ? who elfe but i^ 
And fuch as to my claim- -are liable, • -> 

Sweat in this bufmefs, and maintain this war? 
Have I not heard thefe iflauders fl;QUt put. 
Five le Roy! as I have bank'd their towns^? 
Have I not here the beft cards for the game, : 
To win this eafy . match, play'dipr a crdwn > 
And Ihall I now gw o'er the yiekied feti^ 
No, on my foul, it never fhaUbc; ^id. . ; 

Pan^, You look but on t.V omxXv^^ Ck^\JicC\%-«Q\Vil. 
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Till my attempt fo much be glorified, 

As to my ample hope was promifed, 

Before 1 drew this gallant head of war, 

And culPd thefe fiery fpirits from the worlds . . J 

To outlook conqueft, jmd to win renown i. . 

Ev'n in the jaws of danger, and of death. 

[ Trumpet foundij 
What lufty trumpet thus doth ftin>mon us? 

SCENE IV. Enter FaukonlnJge. 

Faulc, According to the fair play of the world. 
Let me have audiencci I am fent to fpeak, 
My holy Lord of Milan, from the King. " 
I cc>me to learn how you have dealt for him ; 
And, as you anfwer, I do know- the fcop« 
And warrant limited- unto my tongue. 

Pand. ThjE Dauphin is too wilful-cppofite,. 
And will not temporize with my intreaties. 
He flatly fays he'U not lay down his arms. 

Fauk. By all the blood that ever fury brejth'd, . 
The youth fays well. Now hear our Euglifli King; 
For thus his Royalty doth fpeak in me. 
He is prepared ; iand reafon too he ftiould. ' ' " . 

This apifh and unmannerly approach, ' 

This harnefs'd maik, and unadvifed revel. 
This; iiqhair'd fauci/iefs and boyifli troops, 
The King doth fmile at ; and is well prepared 
To whip this dwarfifh war, thefe pigmy-arms. 
From out the circle of his territories. 
That hand which had the ftrength, ev'n at your door. 
To cudgel yOu, and make you take the hatch ; 
To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells; 
To crouch in litter of your ftable-planks; 
To He, like pawns, lock'd up in chefts and trunks; 
To herd with fwine ; to feek fweet fafety out, 
In vaults and prifons ; and to thrill and (hake, 
Ev'n at the crying of our nation's crow. 
Thinking his voice an armed Englifhman : 
Shall that viftofious hand be fecbled here, 
That in your chambers gave you chadifemexvt^* 
No ; Iluovt^ tlie gallant monarc\\ \a itv ^xm^ \ 
Aad, like an ea^e o'er his aiery* \.oVt^. ,— . . 

G g i ^^ 
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To foufe annoyance that comes near his neit. 
And you degenerate, you tngrate revolts. 
You bloody Nero*s, ripping Hp the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blufh for ihame. 
For your own ladies, and pale-vifag'd maids. 
Like Amazons, come tripping after drums ; 
Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change. 
Their needles to lances, ana their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination. 

Lewis. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace) 
We giant thou canft outfcold usj fare thee well* 
We h. !d our time too precious to be fpent 
With fuch a babler. 

Pand. Give me leave to fpeak. ' 

Faulc, No, I will fpeak. 

Lauh We will attend to neither. 
Strike up the drums, and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our int'reft, and our being here. 

Faulc. Indeed your drums being beaten, wiQ cry out; 
And fo (hall you, being beaten. Do but (hurt 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum, 
And even at hand a diiim is ready bracMf 
That (hall reverb'rate all as loud as tlune. 
Sound but another, and another fliaB^ 
As loud as thine, rattle the wel£lti-a €a#, 
And mock the deep-moutfi'd tiwiDdfr. for at^Mfd 
(Not truftiiig to this halting Legife hcfre. 
Whom he hath ua'd rather forfport tbrni Ueed) 
Is warlike John ; and in his forbad to 
A bare-ribb'd death ; whofe office fe this day 
To feail upon whole thoufande ^f the French. 

Lewit. Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 

Faulc. And thou (halt iiod it;^ Dauphin, do not dcmbf. 

[-Suntff/. 

SCENE V. Changes to a field of hattU. 

Alarms. Enter King John and. Hubert. 

K. John. How goes tVie da>j mtVf u»? oh^ uU me, 
HubcYt. 
. Hub. Badly, I fear -, \iow £;ue% >jQ.>^T\IU^'^"i^« ^ ^^^ 
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K. John, This fever that hath troubled me fo long. 
Lies heavy on me: oh, my heart is lick! 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mejf, My Lord, your vah'ant kinfman, Faulconbridge^ 
Defires your Majefly to leave the field; 
And fend him word by me which way you go. 

K, John, Tell him, towards Swiiiftead, to the abbcf 
there. \ 

Me/f. Be of good comfort ; for the great fupply 
That was expeSed by the Dauphin here, 
Are wrecked three nights ago on Goodwin fands. 
This news vjras brought to Richard but ev'n now ; 
The French fight coldly, and retire themfelves. 

K. John. Ah me ! this tyrant fever burns me up, 
And will not let me welcome this good news. 
Set on toward Swinftead; to my litter (Irait) . • 

Weaknefs pofTefTeth me, and I am faint. ^E:Q€untm 

SCENE Vr. Changes to the. French camf. . . 

Enter SaU/lmry^ Pembroke y and Btgct. ' \. 

Sal, I did not think the King fo ftor'd with friends* 

Pemh, Up once again ; put fpirit in the French. 
If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too* t 

Sal. That milbegottcn devil, Faiilconbridge, ^ 

In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the day. 

Pemb, They fay King Johni fore fick, hath left tliC 
field. 

Enter Meluu^ wounded*, 

Melun, Lead me to the revolts of England here. 
Sal, When w€ were happy, we had other names. 
Pemh. It is the Count Melun, ^ 

Sal, Wounded to death. ' 

Melun, Fly, noble Englifh, you are lx)ught and foldf 
Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, - ' 

And welcome home again difcarded faith. 
Seek out* King John, and fall before his feet : 
For if the French be lords of this loud day, 
He means to recompenfe the p^m^-^out-^^t. 
By cutting off your heads •, tW WvVXvs. 1\n wo.> 
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1 with him, and many more with me. 

Upon the altar at St. Edmondftury ; 

Ev'n on that ahar, where we fwore to you 

Dear amity and everlafting love. 

SaL May this be poffible ! may this be true ! 
Meliin, Have' I not lydeous death witliin my view ! 

Retaining but a quantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, ev'n as a form of wax 

Refolveth from its figure 'gainft the fire ? 

What in the world (hould make me now deceive. 

Since 1 mull lofe the ufe of all deceit ? 

Why fhoiild I then be falfc, fincc it is true, 

That I rouft die here, and live hence by truth ? 

I fty again, if Lewis do win the day. 

He is forfwom, if e'er thefe eyei of yourB 

Behold another day break in the eaft. 

But ev'n thi$ night, whofe black contageous breath 

'Already fmokes about the baming creft 

Of the old, feeble, and day- wearied fun, 

Ev'n this ifl night, your breathing (hall expire; 

JPaying the fine of rated treachery, 

Ev'n with a treacherous fine of all ybur lives, 

. If Lewis by your afiiftance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, with your Sling; 

The love of him, and this refpeft befides, 
' fFor that my grandfire was an Engliihman,) 

Awakes my confcience to confefs aD this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you bear me hence 

From forth the noife and rumour of the field ; 

Where I may think the remnant of my tjhoughts 

In peace ; and part this body and my foul, 

With contemplation and devout defires. 

Sai We do believe thee; and be(hrew my fowl 

But I do love the favour and the form 

Of this moft fair occafion, by the which 

We will untread the fteps of damned flighty 

And, like a bated and retired jQood, 

Leaving our ranknefs and irregular courfe, ' 

Stoop low witliin thofe bdunds we have o'crlook'd, . 

And calmly run on in obedience 

Ev'fl to our ocean, to out ^t?*. IKitv^ John. 
JMy arm &all give tlicc \\tVp x.o V>^w \^a«« >q«w*v 
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For 1 do fee the cruel pangs of death 

Right in thine eye. Away, my friends; new flight; 

And happy newnefs that intends old right. 

l^Exeunty Uadng off Melun. 

SCENE y II. ft 
Changes to a Jiffkrent part of the French eamp. 

Etiter LewUy and his train, 

Lewis. The fun of heav'n, methought, was loath to fct. 
But (laid, and made tlie wefiem welkin blufh; 
\Vhen th* Englifh mca&ir'd backward their owxi groond 
In faint retire: oh, bravrfy came we off," • 

When with a volley of our needkfs (hot, 
After fuch bloody toil, we bid good night; 
And wound our tatter'd colours clearly up, 
Lafl in the field, and almoft lords of it !-*«*— 

Eater a Mefenger. 

Mejf, Where is my Prince, the Dauphin? 

Lenvis. Here; whit news? 

Meff> The Count Melun ii (lain; the Engli(h Ld^ 
By his perfuafion arc again fall'n off; 
And yom fupply, which y^ou have wifh'd fo long. 
Are caft away, and funk on Goodwin, iands. 

Letuls, Ah foul, /hrewd news ! Befhrew thy very heart ; 
I did not think to be fo fad to-night, 
As this hatli made nfie. Who was he that faid 
King John did fly, an hour or two before 
The (tumbling night did part our weary powers? 

Meffi Whoever fpoke it, it is true, my Lord. 

Lewis, Well ; keep good quarter, and good care to- 
night; 
The day fhall not he up fo foon as I, 
To try the £air adventure of to«morrow, [EMeunt* 

SCENE Vill. 
jin openpiaee In the nelghhourhood of S*mnfieai abhey* 

Enter Favkovbrld^e^ and Htdfertyfpveralfy. 
Hsth. Who's there ? fp«ik,Y«\ l^(wk^Q8Mtf^^ 
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Faulc. A friend. What art thou ? 
Huh. Of the part of England. 
Fault, And whither doft thou go ? 
- Hiil. What's that to thee? 
Why may I not dcnnand of thine affairs, 
As well as thou of mine ? 
Faulc, Hubert, I think. 
Huh, Thou haft a perfeA thought: 
I will upon all hazards well beh'eve 
Thou art my friend, that know 'ft my tongue fo well^ 
,Wiho art thou? 

Faulc. Who thou wilt ; and, if thou pleafe, 
TThou may'd befriend me fo much, as to think, 
' I come one way of the Plantag^nets. 

Huh, Unkind remembrance i thou and eyelefs night 
Have done me fliame; brave foldier, pardon me. 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 
Should 'fcape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 

Faulc, Come, come ; Jans compliment^ what news abroad ? 
Huh. Why here walk I, in the black brow of night, 
To find you out. 

Faulc, Brief then : and what^s the news ? 
t'Huh, O myfweet Sir, news fitting to- the night; 
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible. 

Faulc. Shew me the very wound of this ill news; 
I am no woman, I'll .not fwoon at it» 
. . , Huh, The King,»I fear, is poifbn'd by a monk: 
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out 
T' acquaint you with this evil; that you might 
The better arm you to the fudden time. 
Than if you had at leifure known of this. 

Faulc. How did he take it? tvho did taile to him? 
Huh, A monk, 1 tell you ; a refolved villain, 
Whofe bowels fuddenly burft out: the King 
Yet fpeaks ; and, peradventure, may recover. 

Fai/lc, Who didft thou leave to tend his Msgefiy ? 
Hub, Why , know you not ? the Lords are all come back. 
And brought Prince Henry in their company; 
At whofe requeft the King hath pardoned them^ 
And they are all about his Majefty. 

Faulc, With-hold thitve itkdi^iva.t\Qn^ mighty heav*n! 
. :Aad tempt U8 uot to V>tw abo^t o\^x ^o^tx* .: . 
* .t.» J 
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I'll tell thee, Hubert, hqlf my powers this night, 

Faffing thefe flats, are taken by the tide; 

Thefe Lincoln wafhes have devoured them ; 

Myfelf, well mounted, hardly have efcaped* 

Away before: conduA me to the King; 

I doubt he will be dead or e'er I come. [iExwiiar. 

SCENE IX. 

Changes fo the onhard in Swm/lead Mey, 

Enter Prince Henry ^ Sali/hury^ and B^oU 

Henry, It is too late ; the Hfe of all hi» blood 
Is touch'd corruptibly; and his pure bran 
(Which, fome fuppofe, the fouPs frail dwelling-houfc) 
Doth, by the idle comments that it makes, 
Foretcl the ending of mortaKty. - •. 

* ■ ■ ■ . . /- » 

Enter Pemhrole. . • : 

Pemb, His High^ei^^ yet doth fpe^> and holds^bcSe^ 
That, being brought mto the open air, 
It would allay the burning quality ' ' .' ' ' 

Of that fell poifon which affa^h him. 

Henry, Let him be brought into the orehard here. 
Doth he ftill rage? ■ 

Pemb, He is more patient 
Than when you left him; ^ven now h£ iuog. 

Henry. O vanity of (icknefe I fierce e}ctremc8 
. In their continuaoce will not feel themfelves. 
Death having prey 'd upon the outward p^8| 
Leaves them infenfible; his fiege is now 
Againil the mind; the which he pricks and wounds 
With nnuiy legions of ftrange fantafies; 
Which, in their throng, and prefs to that lafl hold, 
Confound themfelves. 'Ti3 ftrange that death fhoiM 

fing: , — . 

I am the cygnet to^this pale, faint fwan, 
Who chaimts a doleful hymn to his own death; "• 
And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, fings 
His foul and body to their laMng it^. 
So/, Be of good CQxnfort> Pt\vvc^\ i^^t -^gv^^wl^Xsssc^ 



"S.S. 
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To fet a form upon that indlgefty 

Which he hath left fo (hapelefs and fo rude* 

K, John brought in* 

K. yohn. Ayi many, now my fout hath elbow^roc 
J would not out at windows, nor at doors. 
There is fo hot a fummer in my bofom. 
That all my bowels crumble up to dud : 
I am a fcribbled form drawn with a pea 
Upon a paK:hment, and againft this l^re 
Do ,1 fhrink up. 

Henry, How ftireg your Majefty? 

K, %hn» PoifonM, ill fare I dead, forfook, caft off 
** Ana none of you will bid the winter come 
" Xq^ thrufl his icy fingers in my maw; 
" NcH* let my kingdom's rivers take their courfe 
" Through my bumi'd' bofom ; nor intreat the north. 
** To make his bleak winds kffs my'parched lips, 
" And comfort me with c<4d.** I a^ not muchy 
I beg cold comfort; and you are fo (trait, 
Axi^d fp^^ngtqteful>yoa deny me that. : 

Henry. Oh, that there were fqm^ virtue in my tear 
That might reh'eve you! 

K. John, The fait of them isihotf 
Within inp; is., a hell;; andt there the pOifoA 
Is, as a iiendi confin'd to tyrannize 
On unreprievable, condemned .bk>od. 

SGI;NE %» \Enter Faulconhridge. 

Faulc. Oh! I am fcalded with my violent motioOj 
And fpleen f^ fp«ed to fee your Majefty. i 

K, John. Oh! coufin, thou art come to fet mine 
The tackle pf my heart is crackt and bprnt ; 
And all the fhrowd^ wherewith my life ihbuld fail> 
Are turned fo one thread, one little hair: 
My heart b^vth one poor firing to flay it by, 
Which holds but till thy news be uttered; 
And then all this thou feeft, is but a clod, 
And module; of confounded royalty. 

Faulc. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward. 
Where heav'n he knows how we (hall anfwer him. 
Tor in a night, the beft part, o? m^ ^q^^x^ 
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As I upon advanUge did remofve, > 

Were in the wafhes, all unwarily 

Devoured by the unexpefted flood. ^^he King dt£s. , 

SaL You breathie thefc dead news m-as dead an ear^ 
My Liege! my Lord! — »hut now a Kin^— ^now thu6. '* 
Henry, ^ £v'n To maift I run on, and ey'n fo flop *. ' 
Faulc, Artthou gone fo? 1 do but ftay behind^ ' ' 
TPo ido the office for thee of revenge: 
And then my foul fhall wait on thee to heaven, 
As it on^arth hath been thy fervant Hill. 
Kow, now, you ildrs, that move in your bright fphere3. 
Where be your pow'rs ? (hew now.y our mended faiths. 
And inftantly return with me again, ! 

To pufh deftru6tion and perpetual fliame 
Out of the weak door of our fainting land : 
Strait let us feek, or ftrait \\e fhall be fought ; 
The Dauphin rages at our Very heels. . 

SaL \\ feems you know not then fo much as we: 
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reft, 
Who half an hour fmce came from the Dauphin ; 
And brings from him fuch offers of our peace, 
As we with honour and refpedl may take. 
With purpofe prefently to leave this war. 

Faulc, He will the rather do it, when he fees 
t)urfelves well finewed to our defence. 

SaL Nay, it is in a manner done a)re;ady ; : 
Yor many carriages he hath difpatch'd 
To the fea-fide, and put his caufe and quarrel 
To the difpofing of the Cardinal ; 
With whom yourfelf, myfelf, and other Lords, 
If you think meet, this afternoon will pofl 
To confummate this bufinefs happily. 

Faulc. Let it be fo ; and you, my Noble Prince, 
With other Princes that may be ft be fpar'd. 
Shall wait upon your father^s funeral. 

Henry. At Worcefter muft his body be interr'd, 
For fo he vrill*d it. 

Faulc. Thither fhall it then. 

And 



-and ci^'h fo ftop. 



What furety of the world, what hopte, wWt ftvj, 
"When this was now a King, and novr is cVa^y^ 
jfWf, Art tboti gone fo? &€• 
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And happily may your fwect felf put on 
The linead ftate, and glory of the land ! 
To whom, with all fubminion on my knee> 
1 do bequeath my fiEiithful fervicei> 
And true fubje^on everlalUngly. 

SaL And the like tender of our love we make. 
To reft without a fpot for evermore. 

Henfy, I have a kind foul, that would give you thanks^ 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Faulc. Oh, let us pay the time but needful woe. 
Since it hath been before hand with our griefs. 
Thiis England never did, nor never fhall. 
Lie at the proud foot of a cpnqueror. 
But when it iirft did help to wound itfelf. 
Now thefe her piinces are come home again, 
Come the three corners of the world in arms. 
And we (hall (hock them! ••—Nought (hall make us rue, 
If England to itfelf do reft but true. lExemii Gmnest 
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